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IT'S А BLEARY 
WINTER 
MORNING... 





... AND ANGELA IS FEEDING THE PARROTS. 
Doug stands in the kitchen window, 
watching her from behind the overcast 
glare on the panes while the toaster ticks. 
He notices her bare feet on the cold, bird- 
shitty floor of the aviary and the shard 
of anger that lives in his belly twists. 
How hard could it be to put on a pair of 
slippers? Her toes look blue. She reaches 
into the plastic bag at her feet and pulls 
out two handfuls of seeds. The parrots 
swarm down for the food, covering her 


arms like lame. 

The toaster bungs and spits his toast out onto the kitch- 
en bench, having burned it as usual. He swears and goes to 
work scraping the charcoal into the sink with a butter knife. 
When he looks up again, Angela is still standing in the same 
pose, arms out like the wings of an oil-slicked cormorant, 
staring unseeingly through the fouled wires of the cage. Нег 
morning hair is mussed and unwashed. The gaudy birds claw 
and fight on her wrists, scratching her skin. “ОБ for fuck's 
sake,” he swears. He scours the toast so hard it breaks in half 
and falls into the detergent suds at the bottom of the sink. 
Disgusted, he chucks both pieces in the bin and pours himself 
a bowl of cornflakes. 

He eats the cereal without tasting it, thinking about 
Angela's performance in the aviary, her arms outstretched, 
Jesus-like, the blood-red splash of the parrots on her hands. 
They're both from Catholic families — it doesn't take much to 
trigger the familiar guilt that lies buried in his guts. His corn- 
flakes go down to join the queasy mush of his insides. When 
he takes the bowl to the sink, Angela has finished feeding the 
birds. With her index finger she is stroking the yellow skull 
of her favorite parrot, Sunshine. Never was an animal more 
inaptly named, for Sunshine is a psycho-bird, a killer. Only 
Angela can go near it, and it has even drawn her blood on one 
or two occasions. Yet there she is, caressing its vicious little 
head with a sorrowful tenderness, staring out past the veg- 
gie patch, the fence, towards the pylons and the dull empty 
sky. Oh Christ, he thinks, leave off with the poor caged bird 
thing. The bird rubs itself against her finger with half-closed 
eyes, then quite without warning bites her. She pulls back 
her hand and snaps, taking a swipe at the ungrateful creature. 
It flutters up out of reach and starts to shriek like a burglar 
alarm. White hands cover her face. 

He flicks the switch on the electric jug and goes back to 


sit at the table. After a while the door opens and she comes in. 
Her bare feet leave muddy traces on the white tiles. 

“Door,” he says. 

She ignores him, going to the sink to blast hot water over 
her cold fingers. 

“Door,” he repeats, with emphasis. Warmth is draining from 
the kitchen like blood from a well-stabbed body. 

"What's the matter with you?" she asks in the cold, distrait 
voice that drives him crazy. “Why can't you ever remember to 
clean out the sink after you scrape your toast?” 

“I was going to! Now would you shut the bloody door? It's 
friggin’ freezing.” 

“Tm warming my hands!” she explodes, as if this is the last 
straw. Then she crosses to slam the door shut, her hands drip- 
ping on the floor as she goes. 

She drops her bread into the toaster, and he sits there sipping 
his tea and staring into indefinite space. Soon smoke begins to 
stream out of the toaster and it ejects her toast, suitably ruined. 
She butters the charcoal and eats it with a pained expression, 
the tendons in her neck straining as she swallows. He slams 
down his cup. 

“What?” 

He looks at her witheringly. 

“What?!” 

He shakes his head. “Never mind.” He goes to the sink and 
swills it clean, 

Having swallowed the last of her burned toast, Angela gets 
up and disappears into the living room. He hears her pick up 
her guitar and strum a chord. For the past three weeks it’s been 
the same: some Joan Armatrading song in A minor that sets his 
teeth on edge. A minor: that miserable, rainy day chord, that 
dreary three-finger pinch. АЙ her own songs are written in it 
too. No matter what other tonalities she may experiment with, 
it is to A minor her fingers will return, like flightless birds un- 
able to escape the pull of gravity. After a few strums her voice 
wavers into song, and he can’t take it any more. He walks out 
the front door and into the greasy light of day. 


ON A TRAIN BETWEEN HYDERABAD AND DELHI, 
Doug struggles out of a viscous, claustrophobic sleep. With a 
jolt of panic he gropes for his money belt, but it’s still there, 
unopened. How long has he slept? He looks through the bars 
on the window, but nothing about the barren, over-exposed 
plain gives him any indication of progress. The same sari-clad 
women lead the same buffaloes along the side of the track. 
Despite the lulling rattle of the train, he feels suspended in 
place and time — an exhausting flatness and a permanent high- 
noon brilliance that stabs his optic nerve. He is surprised to по- 
tice that his compartment is empty. When he fell asleep there 
had been four others in there with him. He gets up unsteadi- 
ly, still dazed with sleep and heat, and makes his way along the 
carriage. 

Three compartments along, he discovers why his own com- 
partment is empty. Fifteen sweating Indian men are crammed 
into the space, along with a pretty Western girl in a short 
denim skirt and a figure-hugging halter-top. The heat of the 


bodies and the stench of sweat is unbearable. The girl cowers 
against the window, staring resolutely through the bars while 
the men vacantly watch her tits. 

Doug sees red. “Okay, guys, enough already! Come on, 
back to your seats.” Fifteen pairs of insolently uncompre- 
hending eyes swivel in his direction. “Come on, shove off 
now. Leave the poor girl alone.” He makes herding gestures 
with his arms, but nobody moves, so һе grabs the two near- 
est men by the arms and propels them physically along the 
train into the empty compartment next door. They expostu- 
late busily in Hindi but don't resist. His arms are at least twice 
as thick as theirs. He comes back and grabs two more. They 
shake him off angrily, but get up and move down the train 
muttering under their breaths and shooting him looks of of- 
fended dignity. When he's all but cleared the compartment, 
he slumps onto the seat opposite the girl. She smiles at him. 
“Hey, thanks for that. They're so brazen, it's unbelievable." 
Her accent is all Aussie. 

“Doug,” he says, offering her his big, freckled hand. 

“Hi. I'm Angela.” 

“You been here long?” 

“Just flew from Melbourne last week. How "bout you?” 
She flicks a damp lock out of her eyes. 

"Almost six months. Visa's up in a week. Hey, can I give 
you a tip — as an old hand?” 

“Sure.” 

“Go buy yourself some Indian clothes. Look, I 
don't want to tell you what to do or anything - I 
mean a lot of girls go around India dressed like you 
out of some kind of defiance or feminism or some- 
thing, but they could save themselves a whole lot of 
hassle if they just... adapted to the culture a bit.” 

“What's wrong with what I'm wearing?” she asks. 

"Nothing — in Australia. But here, you might as well hang 
out a red light on your backpack. I mean, they just assume 
from the way you're dressed that you're as good as a prosti- 
tute, They can't imagine any other explanation for dressing so 
revealingly.” 

She reddens. “Oh my God.” 

Не eases back in the seat with a broad grin. “Yeah, oh my 
God.” 

One week before he has to leave the country - it's not 
much and they know it. No time to waste. In a little hotel 
room in Delhi he peels off the halter-top and stoops to taste 
the salt on her breasts. They make love in the wash of street 
noise that floats through the open window along with a mix 
of diesel fumes and incense. Machine-gun rapid Hindi, the 
belch of buses and the incessantly beeping rickshaws. His big 
hands open her up like a tangerine and the ceiling fan turns la- 
zily above her upturned, pleasure-blind eyes. They lie on their 
sides on the single bed, arms tangled, their lips inches apart. 

“It’s only three months, then ГИ be back in Melbourne." 
Her lips smile, her eyes are sad. He kisses her. 

The day before he has to fly they hire a guide and make a 
trip out to the Old City. The crenellated sandstone wall en- 
closes a seething human beehive. They feel an irrelevant guilt 
as the rickshaw wallah — а man who might be in his sixties — 
pulls them through the streets. His muscles are strung tighter 


zoloft 


than wires. Occasionally a truck or a motorized rickshaw 
overtakes him and blurts a gout of exhaust in his face. Тһе 
grime is so ingrained in his skin һе seems part of the street it- 
self, like a gutter or the underbelly of a bus. 

Later their guide grabs their hands and drags them down 
an alleyway. The stink of excrement is so overwhelming they 
have to hold their noses. But then he leads them down an- 
other lane and through an archway into a beautiful courtyard. 
Water tumbles from an ancient fountain and the intoxicating 
fragrance of sandalwood — the exact smell of a lover's body 
— fills the air. Plants of impossible verdancy shimmer in the 
enchanted cool. And while they stand there laughing with as- 
tonished delight, three huge, fabulously brilliant parrots de- 
scend out of the blue square of sky and alight upon Angela's 
shoulders and hair. She cries out in fear and delight, spreading 
her hands and shivering at the extraordinary sensation of their 
claws. 

Their guide capers and his face splits into an alarming grin 
full of gaps and betel-stained stumps. "Oh, velly good luck 
for the lady. Velly, velly good." Angela's eyes shine wet, and 
the guide goes on congratulating her and wobbling his head. 
"Yes, yes..." 

Finally he puts out his hand and says something, and the 
parrots hop onto his wrist. Their heads bob in 
comical mimicry of the little guide and one of 
them blurts a Hindi phrase. 

“He is saying you bahut sundar... velly 
beautiful... velly beautiful lady, yes.” 

The parrot nods and repeats: Bahut sundar. 

The guide stands there oddly, hopping from 
foot to foot until they suddenly get it, and Doug fishes in his 
pocket for the baksheesh. 

“Oh, tank you, sir. You are too generous.” And he leads 
them back into the alley and the stink of shit. 

Back at the hotel she is still a little starry. “Doug they came 
to mel” 

“Yeah,” he grunts. He knows, but doesn't say it: a tourist 
trick repeated ten times a day. 

“That was amazing.” 

And then because he doesn't want to hear more he seals her 
mouth with his. 


ТІГІ 


DOUG IS LYING ON THE BORDER OF SLEEP. 
The abysses begin to open between the joins of thought. Не 
slides down and he's hearing the song. He's standing in (һе 
hallway and hearing her singing the words he's heard fifty, a 
hundred times. This old love has me bound, but the new love 
cuts deep. 

He jerks awake. Stone cold awake. He shakes her shoulder, 
hard, till she surfaces. 


“What?” Тһе coldness in her voice. 

“Who is he?” 

“Who...” 

“Who the fuck is he?” Quietly. 

The digital clock says 12:35. The five changes to a six. 
Then a seven. 

“Gary.” 

“Gary, the... the... industrial chemist? The paint 
bloke?” His voice drips with incredulity. 

"He loves me іп a way that...” 

“DON'T!” he holds up his hand. “Don't say it." 

“Pl say whatever I damn well ...” His fists ball and go 
to his face and she shuts up. Her knee-jerk defiance is so 
stupid, so unbearably hollow he wants to punch her for it. 
More than for her infidelity. 

Words, questions, protests leap inside him like fish in the 
dark. But in the end they subside into the general apathy 
that is filling him, and he just nods. "Okay... Okay." He 
gets up and goes to sit in the kitchen in his jocks, shivering. 

The full moon is a clock-face shorn of hands. It ticks 
across the space between the roof and the aviary, measuring 
the silence like a protractor. 

When it’s finally sunk, and the first pale blush of dawn 
grays the yard, he opens the door and steps out into the 
cold. Mud oozes between his toes as he crosses the garden. 
The earliest birds are beginning to sing in the black trees. 
Tn the aviary, the parrots are asleep with their heads under 
their wings, and they are startled and sluggish as he begins 
to haul them out and throw them clumsily into the air. 
They flurry briefly before settling back on the outside of 
the cage. Even Sunshine is too sleepy to attack him. 

He swings his arms. “Go on, you little fuckers. Fly. 
You're free." They hop about and squawk weakly as he 
flaps at them. 








Later, when Angela gets up to find the 
house empty, they'll still be sitting there on 
the filthy roof of their cage, waiting to be 
let back in. Only Sunshine will have taken 
his chance. He'll go hopping through the 
branches of trees just out of her reach, his 
eyes inscrutable beads, greeting the new day 
with his shrieking paranoid siren. 








Pierz Newton-John. First published in Overland 190, Autumn 2008. 
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because ап infovirus has infected our 
whole communications system. 





НЕ STREETS WERE TEEMING, but the 
| eye chose me. | stood in front of it 
motionless, trapped beneath the 
weight of its unblinking stare. 

"You're not supposed to be watching 
те) the eye said mockingly. "That's not 
the way this works.” 

| looked around to see if any- 
one else could hear it - the 
hollow disembodied voice 
echoing in my head. 
Everyone kept moving. 
Occasionally a glance 
would be tossed 
in the eyes direc- 
tion but its gaze 
was fixed. It was 
looking at me. 

The eye was 
laughing. 

^| see every- 
thing it said. 

No trace of 
menace, justa 
statement of fact. 

"It isn't right," | 
said, startled by the 
sudden sound of my 
own voice. "You're not 
supposed to look back." 

The eye said noth- 
ing. | waited. Silence hung 
between us, heavy and black. 
| could see that it was moving. A 
small twitch, the iris narrowing. 

“What are you doing?” My voice was 
high and thin. 

"I'm analyzing your face; answered the 
eye. "You're exactly who | need.” 

Му mind began to race. Where Id 
been, who Id known. | scanned the beige 
expanse of my existence, searching for the 
reason the eye chose me. 

"You can relax," said the eye, sensing the 
manic strain of effort. “Its not who you are, 
its what you are. And it's not even you per 
se. Its your kind that I'm after” 

"What does that mean, my kind?" | 
asked. 


“It means that judging from the height 
of your cheekbones, you're a male,” said 
the eye. 

"So? 















"And the distance from your nose to 
your chin tells me you're in your twenties.” 

"Апа?" 

"Апа given the amount oftime you've 
been standing here; the eye said smugly, 1 
know that you're interested.” 

“Interested in what?" 

The eye fell silent. A cap slid over its 
lens with a faint click. | knew that it saw me 
по more. 

Itwas only then that | stepped back 
and surveyed the space surrounding the 


eye. A billboard. An advertisement for the 
newest version of a video game. Posted to 
the right of the now sleeping eye, a sign 
read: Attention - Automated Audience 

Measurement technology in use. Camera 
does not record images, only anony- 
mous demographic information. 
Now | understood, The 
eye wasn't looking at me, 
it was looking at what 

makes me valuable. 
My gender, my 
age. Cold facts 
from which my 
spending hab- 
its could be 
deduced. 
My fear 
turned to 
rage. To be 
seen with- 
out being 
seen, To be a 
demograph- 
ic, nota per- 
son. A target. 
A male, 18-34. 
It began to. 
rain. 

"I read about 
this in the New York 
Times,” said a voice next 

to me. А man, about my 
age, about my height, was star- 

ing up at the billboard. An un- 

opened umbrella swung from his hand 
like a pendulum. "This is the ad that knows 
you're looking at it.” 

A faint click and the cap slid from before 
the eye. A small twitch, the iris narrowed. 

“Сап it see те?” asked the man, 

| took the umbrella from his unsuspect- 
ing hand and plunged it as deep as | could 
into the eye's metal socket. 

"No; replied. 

Grace Brennan 
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WHEN THE GOVERNMENT ANNOUNCED ITS OFFICIAL POSITION. ON 
waterboarding in 2007, Americans responded with tepid disbelief. 
The knowledge that the United States, in blatant violation of the 
Geneva Conventions, condoned the use of “enhanced interroga- 
tion techniques” against detainees in Guantanamo was surprising 





showand situated amongst the arcades and hotdog stands of Coney 
Island's famed boardwalk, the thrill ride is a simulation of the simu- 
lated drowning detainees experience during interrogation. A dollar, 
buys the curiosity-seeker a glimpse of a stark concrete room inhab- 
ited by two animatronic robots — one in black, the otherin an orange 


enough to grab the public's attention, but not shocking enough to--jumpsuit. Strapped to a metal table, the orange-clad robot writhes 


hold it. After the obligatory collective muttering about torture and 
human rights, the issue quickly faded from the public spotlight and 
the government was allowed to carry on. With his installation piece 
The Coney Island Waterboarding Thrill Ride, artist Steve Powers is 
attempting to rouse some sort of emotion bycontextualizing the 
uation in a way the average American can understan 
waterboarding into entertainment. Designed as an old fashioned 












in his constraints as his captor covers his face with a steady stream 
of water. The “interrogation” carries on for a brutal fifteen seconds 
before the room goes black and the show is over. Since the thrill ride 
opened in late summer, reaction on the boardwalk has ranged from 


confusion, to glee, to disappointment over not 
1 Hestumed__eys worth. The one emotion that's noticeably absent? “I think pe 


Ре have lost the capacity for outrage," says the artist. 
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Му experience of childbirth was not an 
unusually traumatic one. In medical parlance 
Град an NVD: a Normal Vaginal Delivery. 
The midwives were pleasant. 1 was given 


an epidural. I was 


admitted to hospital 
at 2PM and delivered a | 
healthy baby boy ( 8lb 


zoz ) eleven hours later. 


This is the 
information, is it not? This 15 the only kind 





essential 


of information that we ever really hear about 


other women's experiences with childbirth. 





by Shonagh Strachan 


UT THERE IS MORE TO IT THAN THAT, It took me a while to sort 
out my feelings after the birth - the elation you feel at the 
presence of a new life combined with your physical exhaus- 
tion leave room for little else. And 1 never really experienced 
the hopeless grief of the flippantly named “baby blues” in the 
weeks or months that followed. What I felt — when I was final- 
ly able to identify the reasons for my confusion — was anger. 

Is anger only blame and self-pity? Or can it be illuminating? 
For me it can — anger has traveled beyond blame, beyond the 
individuals involved and my personal experience, and shocked 
me into changing my whole outlook on life. 

I wasn't angry during my pregnancy at the lack of options 
for childbirth. I never knew what else I could expect. I wasn't 
angry during any stage of my labor. As soon as 1 was admitted, 

I was told that I was two centimeters dilated and my waters were to be broken with something resem- 
bling a crochet hook. “Okay.” After that I wandered the halls and breathed through contractions for a 
few hours. When I was re-examined, I hadn't "progressed" enough. I was told this was dangerous for 
the baby, and I needed an Oxytocin drip to speed up and strengthen the contractions. "Okay." Now, 


these heightened contractions would be very painful so I'd probably be requiring pain-relief. 
The epidural is probably the most effective "Okay." 


I gritted my teeth but I wasn't angry as the drip. 
was repeatedly and painfully inserted incorrect- 
ly into my hand, or as the epidural took 20 min- 
utes to stick into my spine. I wasn't angry that I 
wasn't allowed to eat anything even though I was 
very hungry. And I wasn't angry that my parents 
weren't allowed to see me in the delivery ward 
after driving for hours to be there. 

As I watched the clock pass midnight into 
Halloween, fireworks cracked and flared out- 
side the hospital. I smiled knowing that my baby 
would have great birthday parties to come. And 





“Okay.” 


for this next hour, I shivered in freezing shock, 
immobilized on the delivery table, uncaring and 
unangered as the drugs wore off so I could final- 
ly push. I wasn't angry because the hospital staff 
was just doing their jobs and it seemed so normal 
for them. I was moving towards having my baby 
and this is what every mother went through. 

The point at which I started to feel a twinge 
of anger was when, after the delivery, I wasn't 
allowed to feed my baby. It was only then that 
my instinct was strong enough to say, “No. This 
is really wrong.” There is a period of about an 


hour after the birth where the newborn is alert and breast- 
feeding can be established. However, after a brief hold, he 
was taken away as I was given a Syntometrine injection and 
his placenta was delivered (by tugging on the cord). He re- 
mained away as I was stitched and examined and had to 
wait for a doctor to examine me. 

By the time I was given the all clear (in tears at this point 
asking, “Can I feed him now?”), I had to be moved from 
the delivery ward and down to the post-natal ward. It was 
now 2 am, so friends and family in the waiting room were 
told to go home without ever having seen the baby or me. 
The baby's dad had been present at the birth but was also 
sent home. Yet again I asked, “Please, can I try to feed my 
baby?" but he had to be taken away again — this time for a 
Vitamin K injection and for the nurse to bathe him and put 
his first vest and Baby Gro on. 


When she brought him back he was tired and wanted 
to sleep. The nurse asked if I still wanted to feed and gave 
a little perfunctory hold of him up to one breast and then 
the other and said, incredibly, “No. He's not a boob man 
is he?” She then put him down to sleep in the cot beside 
me, told me to sleep too and that I could try again when he 
woke up. 1 spent that first night wide awake, watching еу- 
ery twitch my new son made, desperate to hold him, horri- 
fied that 1 hadn't managed to take him to my breast after he 
was born. 

When he finally did wake up, І remember ringing for 
the nurse — looking for her permission to pick him up! This 
same nurse was the one who would throw back the curtains 
from around the beds at night if anyone dared to wish for 
some privacy. 

Thankfully, my baby started to feed hungrily the next 
day. The rest of my stay in hospital was a blur of no sleep, 
noise, crying babies, feeding times, masses of visitors for 
two hours and then being left completely on my own. On 
the second day I remember being allowed to meet my teary 
mom at the end of the corridor as she passed me some sup- 
plies. Later that day I finally managed to have the baby fed 
and sleepy at a time when there was a lull in hospital activ- 
ity. I was just dropping off — for the first time in about 70 
hours — when I was woken up to bring the baby in for a 
BCG injection. I did so in floods of exhausted tears. 

I gave birth to my son at the Holles Street National 


Maternity Hospital, in Dublin. Obstetricians at Holles 
Street have pioneered a policy of “active management" — an 
obstetrician-led intervention process that speeds up hos- 
pital labor. It begins with ARM — artificial rupture of the 
membrane of the amniotic sac or "breaking the waters" — 
though this may leave the fetus unprotected and vulnerable 
to pressure and infection. It continues with monitoring the 
birthing women and administering to them if they aren't 
progressing "correctly." In Holles Street, for example, the 
decided-upon correct rate of cervical dilation is 1cm/hour. 
If the mother “fails to progress” at this rate, she is hooked 
up to an Oxytocin drip which causes the onset of sudden 
intense contractions. In 2004 (the year I gave birth), 55 per- 
cent of first-time mothers at Holles Street were told they 
had “failed to progress” and needed to be sped up in this 
way (unsurprisingly, a slightly larger percentage opted for 


an epidural to ease the pain). Active management is current- 
ly used widely throughout the world. 

The most oft-stated defense for the prevalence of today's 
medicalized births is that in pre-hospital years gone by, 
childbirth could be a death sentence. The reality, though, 
is that most complications during pregnancy and childbirth 
occurred due to poor maternal nutrition and infections that 
are now easily treatable or preventable with better hygiene. 
The high-tech medical interventions available today cer- 
tainly save some lives but in many cases — especially where 
active management is practiced — these interventions are of- 
ten used unnecessarily. 

There is also an often noted “cascade of intervention” 
where once one medical procedure has been carried out, 
another follows, and then another — leading to more inva- 
sive and traumatic interventions and often culminating in a 
caesarean section. In Ireland, the average rate of C-section 
is one of the highest in Europe at 25 percent. The midwife- 
endorsed alternative to this policy of aggressive interven- 
tion is “wait and see.” Strangely enough, this usually works 
out just fine. 

In theory, a woman has the right to refuse any of the 
interventions offered to her. In practice, the normality of 
intervention and the culture of risk minimization (read: lia- 
bility minimization) mean that women do not feel empow- 
ered to say “no.” I certainly never thought about saying 
“no” or asking what the alternatives were. I blame myself 


for this — that I was not more in- 
formed and proactive. But Тат 

also angry at the bullying system in 
place. It is hurried and overwhelm- 
ing so there is never time or space to 
question the “professional” medi- 
cal opinion as to what is really right 
for you and your baby. So we be- 
come numbers, subject to routine 
interventions. 

At Holles Street membrane rup- 
ture is carried out routinely. A 
“managed” third stage of labor is 
also routinely administered — with 
hormone injections and cord tug- 
ging to deliver the placenta. This 
is justified by saying that it reduces 
the risk of postpartum hemorrhage 
—a fact disputed by many mid- 
wives who argue that the carly cord 
clamping involved is potentially in- 
jurious for the newborn and that the 
third stage of a normal birth should 
never be managed. 

Until recently, episiotomy (cut- 
ting the perineum to allow more 
room for the baby) was routine. It 
is now being shown to be usually 
unnecessary and at worst a muti- 
lation. Until recently, if a woman 
had one caesarean section, she could 
not expect to be allowed to try for 
a vaginal delivery in subsequent 
births (this is now slowly changing). 
At Our Lady of Lourdes hospital in 
Drogheda, Dr. Michael Neary car- 
ried out unnecessary routine hys- 
terectomies, post-caesarean-section, 
over the course of 25 years before it 
was brought to light in 1998. At the 
same hospital (and at Holles Street, 
the Coombe and others around the 
country) between the 1950s and 
the 1980s, hundreds of women un- 
derwent a procedure known as a 
symphysiotomy. Here, a woman's 
pelvis was literally sawn apart dur- 
ing childbirth, as an alternative to 
a cesarean-section. The justifica- 
tion seemed to be a good catholic 
one — the pelvis would heal wid- 
ened and the woman would be able 
to bear more children — even though 
most were never even told what 





30 second TV spot, Heineken DraughtKeg, Agency: Berlin 
Cameron United, August 2007. 
“They [BCU] have reduced half the world to а man-servicing 
beer tap” Bob Garfield, AdAge, 08 = 27 — оў. 





procedure had been carried out 
on them and many suffered life- 
long pain, incontinence, problems 
walking and arthritis. This is the 
history of routine interventions 
by those who know what's best 
for us. 

Our collective idea of child- 
birth is pretty nasty — blood and 
Auid, panting and screaming, 
stretched anatomy, the emergent 
воосу greyish-purple alien... hor- 
rible! Remember when you first 
heard about sex? Remember how 
horrible that seemed? But sex isn't 
horrible, is it? What's missing — 
and indescribable to a virgin child 
—is the emotional element. Sex is 
a natural and beautiful process, all 
entangled with love and passion. 
So too, and a million times more, 
is birth. In essence, our modern 
patriarchal institutionalized world 
has a childish view of childbirth. 
It can't imagine that something 
that looks so gruesome could be 
anything but a horrendous ex- 
perience and one that should be 
shortened and medicated. But 
childbirth is not a medical proce- 
dure any more than sex is. 

Now, I'm not saying that ev- 
ery woman should have a pain- 
free, blissful, complication-free 
birth. Iam saying that fear has по 
place in the process. Fear causes 
adrenaline production. This initi- 
ates the "flight or fight" response 
where blood drains from the uter- 
us to the limbs, slowing the рго- 
cess of labor until the primeval 
woman escapes to a safe place to 
give birth. Meditation and relax- 
ation techniques during child- 
birth — which are often described 
to women as methods for coping 
with pain — can in fact be methods 
of preventing pain by preventing 
fear. As with sexual intercourse, 
if a woman does not feel safe, re- 
laxed and preferably loved, she 
will experience tension and pain 
during childbirth. 

Without ever taking a single 








deep breath or doing а second's meditation, what wom- 

an wouldn't feel more relaxed anywhere but on a table in 

a hospital delivery “suite”? Looking back on it, it seems 
like the most ridiculous place to try to give birth. As with 
sex, your body wants a darkened, intimate, safe and private 
place to give itself over to its natural urges and processes. 
Instead, we retain bizarre postures under the bright lights 
and the ready interference and stares of strangers. Could 
you orgasm under the same conditions? Are you surprised 
then that our labors “fail to progress,” with fear and adren- 
aline coursing through every vein in our bodies? Overcome 
it with drugs. Pull, drag and cut those children out of us. 
Then tell us to be thankful. Mothers, partners, sisters and 
doctors tell us we are endangering lives, we are taking risks. 
Fill us with fear. No woman wants to endanger her child's 
life so almost every woman does what she's told and gets 
hospitalized. 

Is it shocking to hear that many women liken the expe- 
rience of “normal” hospital childbirth to being sexually as- 
saulted? Aside from the obvious — the exposure of your 
most intimate areas to complete strangers — there is an utter 


lack of control over what is being done to your body. Your 
consent may never be sought for certain procedures — or it 
may be sought in the coercive manner of institutions that 
count on your fear for your cooperation. The feelings that 
may be experienced afterwards are those of shame and guilt 
that you weren't able to give birth naturally, that you didn't 
ask the right questions, that you gave up control and weren't 
strong enough to resist certain things being done. These 
feclings can be particularly strong if the mother is separat- 
ed from her newborn — for example, after an emergency 
C-section or if a baby is incubated. In some of these cases, 
mothers can experience bonding problems with the infant. 
Even once bonding is achieved, the guilt that accompanies 
this can be life-long. 

But surely many mothers experience hospital births 
without mental trauma? Surely the fact that there is а 
healthy infant in your arms makes up for anything you 
went through? Aren't you safe? Shouldn't you be grateful to 
the hospital for delivering your baby? (о women ever дес 
to feel grateful to themselves, to feel the power and abil- 
ity of their own bodies?) Won't questioning the event just 
cause unnecessary pain and distress for women — shouldn't 
they just forget about it and move on with their lives? Like 


survivors of sexual assault, survivors may live years, or 
their whole lives, unconscious of feeling anguish or anger 
about their experiences. But this doesn't mean they are un- 
affected by them. 

It is my belief that at some deep level, we all feel that we 
have been robbed. We pass through our childbirth initiation 
to become disempowered, disconnected, long-suffering, pa- 
triarchal mothers. We tell our horror stories as just that, or 
we say nothing at all. But it doesn’t have to be this way. If I 
ever have another child, it will not be in the same way. And 
it doesn’t stop there. I will never again blindly place my 
trust in authoritarian professionals and institutions. I will 
recognize all capitalist patriarchy for what it is and I will do 
my best to speak out against it. 

Every day, in every way, my son is a wonderfal gift. I 
would go through ten more hospital births just to keep 
him. I am sorry for his shabby entrance into this world but 
Tam thankful to this little person for helping me to see 
something: the bald, blatant, oppressive, damaging, mi- 
sogynistic forces at play in the most vital aspects of wom- 
en's lives. Revisiting his birth has made me angry, but that 
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has made so much else clear: how blinded we can be by the 
guise of protection, how crippled we can be made by fear. 

I wish that we talked about it. That we could stop rev- 
eling in horror stories and better place our fingers on the 
reason for our traumatic births — not the curse of Eve medi- 
cated to by our benevolent system - but the systematic vio- 
lence that delivers our babies for fear that we might give 
birth to them ourselves. For in the process we might begin 
to understand our own strength and find words for our an- 
ger. We might begin to disobey. 





Shonagh Strachan is a member of RAG, an anarcha- 

nist collective based in Dublin, Ireland. A version of this article 
was originally published in 2006 in issue #1 of their magazine, the 
RAG. Find more information at www. ragdublin. blogspot.com or 
write to ragdublin@riseup.net. 








WHEN KAFKA'S PROTAGONIST AWAKES ONE 
morning to find himself transformed i 
cockroach, it is not the metamorphosis his 
body has undergone that is so truly disturbing 
—it's the change in his significance. Whereas 
he was once the family breadwinner and there- 
fore of central importance in the lives of his fa- 
ther, mother and sister, he is now a hideous 
burden, relegated to the confines of his room 
and the periphery of his family’s conscious- 
ness. When his body changes, his meaning 
changes. No longer able to perform the role 
that made him valuable, he is left alone to 
die, In The Metamorphosis, Kafka speaks to the 
anxiety we all feel over the inexorable link be- 
tween corporeal fitness and our meaning in the 
world. But in а culture that demands perfec- 
tion, fear of bodily change is driving some to 
unnatural extremes. Promising to quickly rid 
women of the ravages wrought by childbirth, 
the cutely titled “Mommy Makeover” repre- 
sents a disturbing new trend in cosmetic sur- 
gery and speaks to а deep-seated female fear 
-that sagging breasts and stretch marks signal 
decreased value in today’s world. A total body 
overhaul, the Mommy Makeover is lauded as 
the quickest, easiest way to return a woman to 
her pre-pregnancy glory. The none-too-subtle 
subtext? A postpartum body is a flawed body. 
A problem to be fixed — fast. Because a woman 
who is no longer physically attractive is unable 
to perform the role that makes her valuable in 
‚our culture. And like Kafka's cockroach, she's. 
banished to the ends of societal consciousness. 
Іп an effort to help mothers who've decided 
to go under the knife explain the situation to 
young children, a Florida doctor recently pub- 
lished My Beautiful Mommy, telling the story of 
a woman's cosmetic surgery through the voice 
of her small daughter. When mommy's ban- 

^ dages are all gone, explains the girl, she'll be 
just like a butterfly emerging from а cocoon. 
She won't be different, just prettier. Her meta- 
morphosis complete. 





с Sarah Nardi 









I live in 
Williamsburg, 
Brooklyn, a place in 
which the very nights 
described in the 
article could easily 
have taken place. 


| recently moved from Harlem, where I lived 
for the past 12 years. I was displaced from ту 
apartment by changes in the rent stabiliza- 
tion laws and a 30% rise in rent in the space 
ofone year. 

I watched a predominantly black, poor 
building turn into a haven for young, white 
hipsters. These people, while seemingly glo- 
rifying the New York counter-culture of the 
1980s, and living on one ofthe Harlem blocks in 
which this counter culture was born, managed 


of them: 


to raise rents, make enemies, complain about 
the “noise” of local music, and generally piss 
off and/or displace the entire building. 

If you think these people are the same as 
the youth who came up with hip hop, or punk, 
you are sorely mistaken. One clear difference 
is that the New Yorkers who invented hip hop 
were РООВ. They did not have trust funds. 
Their parents did not purchase apartments 
for them to play at being artistic in. The po- 
lice were not sent in to protect them from the 
hordes of savage youth. They WERE the city's 
savages. 

So now, by the luck ofthe draw, l ended up 
in Williamsburg, a poor neighborhood under 
a lot of stress from hipsters’ malignant eco- 
nomic power. It's only a matter of time before 
I'm forced out again. All сап say is, | hope the 
hipsters’ parents go broke. 

Anonymous 


AM A YOUNG INTELLECTUAL TYPE, reading 
Blake yet not out of high school. (125 awfully 
lonely.) I'm trapped in suburbia, but | am not 


Adbusters last cover story, 
Hipster - The Dead End 

of Western Civilization, 
generated a flurry of letters 
and over 1500 comments on 
our website. Here are some 


looking forward to entering the “intelligentsia” 
because 50 MANY of today’s book people are 
hipsters. Bookish hipsters, but hipsters none- 
theless. “Sorry, This Faulkner Person Sounds 
Interesting But | Only Read Graphic Novels 
And Selections From ‘American Non-Required 
Reading” hipster intellectuals. Yuck! 

There are two basic types of cultures: cul- 
tures that aim to preserve a tradition for bet- 
ter or for worse and cultures that aim to pull 
society into the future for better or for worse. 
Pre-Meiji Japan is an example ofthe former, the 
French romantic movement an example ofthe 
latter. Both types have their places, their pros, 
their cons. The dynamic interaction between 
conservative and liberal cultures inspires civ- 
ilization and ап. 

Hipsters have divorced themselves from 
this dialectic, and thus from civilization. They 
do not respect the past; they mock it. But they 
don't look toward the future either. They lack 
a coherent underlying philosophy. They have 
no appreciation for the way things were. They 
have no explanation for the way things are. 


They have no vision for the way things should 
be. Hipsters are postmodernism at its absolute 
worst: apathetic, goalless, emotionless, mon- 
strously pluralistic (meaning they steal from 
everyone), and, above all, superficial. 
Adbusters tends to be a little too anarchis- 
tic for me, but this article is right on. 
MissPickwickian 


1 NOT SO IRONICALLY CAME ACROSS this article 

| while standing in line at Whole Foods today 
with one hand gripping an Odwalla C Monster 
and the other juggling a giant, white peach 
atop my Mediterranean salad bar creation. At 
first | thought to myself, “Good God, not an- 
other rock super-band growing out their locks 
to sell their thirty-something, whiney Starbucks 
music to a less-than-hip crowd of grupps who 
missed that whole comb-over thing the first 
three times it came around." But then I looked 
alittle closer, and it wasn't Chris Martin on the 
cover of Adbusters #79 at all. Phew! After hand- 
ing over $15.54 in exact change, | politely asked 
the clerk if! could borrow the magazine while 
1 savored the crumbs of my noon breakfast. 1 
laughed, | cried, and | agreed whole-hearted- 
ly... Sort of. By the end of the third paragraph, | 
was already looking for some sort of resolution 
to this bastardly attack on the tattered youth 
oftoday.I found it a bit ridiculous 


to purposely and 
viciously mock an 
entire subset of 
people 





matter of fact is simple: these ‘kids’ are not 
lost and they’re not creative black holes. These 
common-minded individuals add color to a 
world of sepia and make more conscious de- 
cisions in a single day than most of your fam- 
ily members make throughout the entire year. 
I think that we need to give a little praise to 
those making the choice to ride (fixed-gear or 
not) and STOP DRIVING! So Lighten up, smoke 
less, save some of the cool clothes at your lo- 
cal Volunteers of America for the people who 
actually need them, and forget trying to be an 
adult during your 20s. And thanks for leaving 
Los Angeles out of this article. 





Jarrell 


| ТТНЕ HEART OF THIS debate should be a 
\ renewed look at the effect that consum- 
er capitalism is having on our culture. | think 
hipsterism is an attempt to flee the society of 
the commodity. It is the awareness that no mat- 
ter what we do, there is always someone close 
behind trying to make a buck off selling it. It is 
the effort to escape the idea that ubiquitous 
advertising has been so insidious as to reduce 
our entire existence to a series of poses. It is 
simultaneously that awareness (whether real- 
ized or not) and a scoffing at that awareness. 
But that scoffing is filled with fear. 

This article overlooks some ofthe valuable 
ideals in hipsterism, ideals that have their roots 
in the countercultures it has emerged from: the 
do-it-yourself ethic, buying secondhand, be- 
ing self-sufficient, expressing individuality in 
the face of forces of assimilation. Fixed-gear 





who are openly challenging the 
standards of their inherited con- 
sumer culture and are trying to 
emerge from the fallacy of their 
capitalistic government. I'd like 
to believe that the hipster's over- 
achieving efforts in style and ob- 
scure knowledge are all in the 
struggle for finding some type of 
meaning in this life. Although well 
putand well written, there wasn't 
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bikes and cloth- 
ing fashion are 
expressions of 
those ideals. 

The problem, 
it seems to me, is 
that hipsterism is 
forever waging 
that expression 
in the shadow of the force it stands in opposi- 
tion to, which is consumerism. The route hip- 
sterism takes as it tries to outrun consumerism 
spirals inward to nihilism, when all authenticity 
past and present has been exhausted because 
it has been commodified, or when the hipster 
himself is exhausted from the chase .. . 

The message of this article as | see it: 
Hipsters, you think what you're doing is 
enough? Then fucking prove it. 

Anonymous 





IPSTERS ARE THE UNDERCLASS OF 
" fashion, 


as necessary for a 
capitalist society as 
guys digging ditches 
and laying bricks. 


And so | salute them. 
Anonymous 


HAT WORRIES ME IS THAT 
Ў the concept behind the 
bland clothing is to avoid brand- 
ing. The hipster is trying to avoid 
bearing the yoke ofthe advertis- 
ing age. Unfortunately American 
Apparel realized this and made us 

all the oxen oftheir fortune. 
Stephanie 


[Û HIS IS A NEW FORM of re- 

bellion — a kind that is dis- 
guised by apathy. It's not that 
hipsters don't care, they care 
about the same thing every- 


a single positive thing elaborated 
upon in this article. Shouldn’t a 
journalist take her/his job more 
scientifically in trying to chron- 
icle ALL sides of the issue? The 


Norman Rockwell, Freedom From Want, 
from Four Freedoms Series, 1943. 


Chip Kidd Freedom From Want, from 
Thoughts on Democracy, 2008. 
Poster, 2008. Archival ink-jet print. 
20x16 inches. The Wolfsonian- 
Florida International University. 


one else does: themselves. But 
as long as they can sit comfort- 
ably in a world where their basic 
needs are met, they will sit and 
calmly brood instead of violently 


protesting. But the day when American Apparel 
goes out of business, you will want them to 
be on your side ofwhatever movement is go- 
ing down. 

Lola Wakefield 





] SEE THIS IN SIMPLER TERMS. This genera 
is the first to have the whole world deliv- 
ered to them on a screen. It's a world of memes 
with no context. The Che shirt, the communist- 
themed accessories, the bikes... . It’s created 
a cultural malaise — like a king that sits dis- 
enchanted on the throne as group after group 
passes in front of him in a desperate attempt 
to engender enthusiasm, and the king sighs, 
“Next.” In present day, each meme is present- 
ed and blogged, each person posts a comment, 
deeming it “cool” or “uncool,” the votes are 
tallied, each hipster picks from a buffet of “val- 
idated” memes, and there you go. 
‘Anonymous 


І ETS NOT FORGET THAT THE hippies, like 
i their hipster children, were an extreme- 
ly spoiled generation, the baby boomers. No 
generation before them had as much focus 
from society on youth and youth culture as they 
did, and they were the first generation born to 
directly benefit from post-war American pros- 
perity. Is it not surprising they became the pro- 
ponents of 8os greed once they grew up and 
realized that being homeless and addicted 
to drugs when you're pushing до sucked? It's 
even less surprising that their kids are a соп- 
fused mess with hippie-esque values in theory, 
but are in reality just abiding by the culture of 
consumerism that their parents also created. 
Punk's original goal was destroy both of these, 
butas the originators get on in years, punk too 
has turned into a mass produced “product” to 
be gobbled up by middle class suburbanites 
who have no clue that what they're wearing 
from Hot Topic used to actually mean some- 
thing, and was even considered, dare | say, 
dangerous at one time. Perfect examples of 
this “selling out" is how great 60s music is now 
used on commercials to sell cars, cell phones. 
and prescription drugs, and how early punk 
bands are playing reunion shows even with 
founding memebers dead or unwilling (i.e., 
Germs, Dead Kennedys) to “cash in" on the 
younger generation's blind consumerist ways. 
I think hipsters are just the sad product ofthe 
world that the so celebrated hippie generation 





created. An entire generation of kids who are 
“damning the man” in their speech and dress 
while living in a half- dollar one-bed- 
room luxury condo in Brooklyn that their par- 
ents not doubt paid for and claiming to still 
have the street cred that they never had to be- 
gin with. The world is different than the 605 
and 7os, especially in NYC. Without money, 
there's not much you can do at all; this is the 
generation that learned their values and grew 
up in the world created by the greediest, the. 
baby boomers. Their parents" challenges to the 
status quo during their youth were failures, so 
they only taught their kids what they "know 
now," and not what they felt then. 
Anonymous 





CAN'T HELP BUT WONDER HOW many of these 
| replies are typed by hipster bloggers, at 
once ashamed and vindicated by what they 
read. It's all very interesting, but does it come 
asa surprise to anyone that western counter- 
culture has lost all authenticity? What have we 
to rebel against? The ‘war on terror’ is by no 
means conducted close to home, the informa- 
tion age sees western society attatched by the 
iPhone to one and all in a misinformed wiki- 
pedia/google-sourced decay of learning and 
knowledge. Everything about western society 
is underwhelming in comparison to what we 
perceive of history. Who wouldn't rather experi- 
ence the decadence of a Studio 54 or Hacienda 
rather than the generic one-ness of today? 
1 wouldn't say | was a hipster per se. But 
1 don't blame hipsters for having fun or con- 
gratulating themselves on their vintage looks 
or shitty beers. We kids will be kids, and if our 
only identifiers as а conglomerate is our ob- 
session with the self, then so be it. Perhaps 
something with a shred of originality or au- 
thenticity will come along, be it in art, music, 
fashion or news, that jars us from our stupor 
and causes a reaction; then so be it. 
Anonymous 






OT ONLY DOES HADDOW FAIL to see that 

hip subculture is a big machine for cre- 
ating sex and art, he fails to see that being 
hip can be а sort of code of honor, something 
sadly lacking in the cultural mainstream. The 
spiritual sloth Haddow accuses the hip sub- 
culture ofis actually much more prevalent in 
the general population, which schlepps about 
in jeans and listens to shapeless, floppy music 


and sleepwalks through shapeless, floppy jobs. 
People in the hip subculture are more like- 
ly- like chivalric aristocrats — to pay atten- 
tion to what they're wearing, to experiment, 
to innovate. 

Nick Currie (Momus) 


1 | IPSTERS ARE BLOOMING FLOWERS THAT 
come out for just a second and then 
die as the sun goes down. They are not this 
generation. 
Michael Anzvoni, age 17 


MORE COMMENTS АТ HTTP://WWW.ADBUSTERS. 
ORG/MAGAZINE|79|HIPSTER.HTML 





HAVE NOT EVER FELT SICK like this before. 

It started with electric shock sensations in 
my head while | was sleeping. Woke up run- 
ning late so I'm rushing. | feel okay, just tired. 
| feel a bit worse on the subway. | get to work 
and I can't concentrate. | am getting terrible 
headaches, and | feel very weak, My muscles 
feel sore. | hallucinate water running from a 
tap that is off repeatedly. Hot flashes. When 
1 walk | feel like | am floating and everything 
my hands touch feel like it's moving. I take my 
lunch break and the headache gets worse. I be- 
gin to shake alittle. Electric shocks come with 
sudden, high pitched noises. А woman drags 
a table across the room, | feel blind for a mo- 
ment, | go to the washroom before my break 
ends, and start to tear up. I have to get back to 
work, so | take deep breaths and tell myselfto 


relax. It will go away. It usually does. It is very 
busy. My heart starts pumping. I help the cus- 
tomers, smile friendly, breath deep and focus. 
1 stutter. I shake more. My eyes start to feel 
sore. | pause to keep them closed any chance 
1 get. There is a break in action and | go back 
to the washroom. | barely make it through the 
door before | burst into tears, hyperventilat- 
ing, shaking worse, headache pulsing, and 
everything I see feels so far away. My skin is 
prickling and there is a ringing in my head. 
Some people come into the bathroom, talk- 
ing to each other and I hold back my sobs. 
When they leave | wash my face with water, 
my hands still shaking. I can't stay in here 
forever. | find a manager, | need to tell him. 

| get two words out to him and I burst into 
tears again, the embarrassment only making 
it worse. | squeeze out the words ‘I am hav- 
ing a panic attack.’ He pulls me outside. ‘Is it 
the people you're working with? Customers? 
Is it too busy? Do you need to go to the hos- 
pital?” No. | try to explain that it's a medical 
problem. He tries to calm me down, takes 
me to the lunch room. | try to calm down... 
really want to. One hour later! am still shak- 
ing like a leaf, the tears are coming and go- 
ing as they like. | tell him ат going home 
and as соте down the stairs | am struck with 
vertigo. | make my way to the subway, head 
down, shaking with tears all the way home. 

| get home and break down again, | feel so 
alone in this battle. I have never even heard of 
someone getting withdrawal like I do. I doubt 
myself. Maybe it’s not withdrawal. Maybe I'm 
still as screwed up as I was before the pills. But 
what ofthe electric shocks? | am so confused, 
and | just want help. It has been three years, 
1 know this is not normal. As | write this still 
feel like | am dreaming. | took a nap earlier 
and | felt as though | was awake, and when 
I was abruptly awakened from the dream, 1 
felt very confused and disoriented. 

Fuck you, Wyeth. Fuck you, Effexor XR. 
Fuck you, Dr. Hunter and your prescribed 
solutions. Fuck the money you made by tak- 
ing my trust for granted. Fuck you for taking 
advantage of my pre-pubescent naivety, for 
feeding me statistical lies, and never offering 
any hope but a pill. Fuck you for keeping me in 
the dark about the dangers, side-effects and 
withdrawal. Fuck you for changing the way 
my brain functions, the way | feel every day. 
And fuck you all the most for offering no help 





whatsoever, now that | know what is wrong. 
Now that | need it the most. Now that I’m not 
covered by my parents’ health plan and lam 
too poor to even talk to a professional. 
Jenn 
via email 


W HEN | RECIEVED ISSUE #78 of your 
magazine in June, I read a few pag- 
es and then stopped. I couldn't go оп. Iwas 
feeling too depressed about everything in our 
society and on this planet to be able to con- 
tinue to read about it, and, honestly, to real- 
ly even care. So fora month Iet that issue sit 
in my room, thinking that this was the end of 
reading Adbusters for me. But then, several 
weeks later, | felt like drawing something so 
1орепей up your magazine to the last page (1 
often find photos in your magazine to draw) 
and lo and behold! There was the four-letter 
word “RAGE.” | read that page and realized 
that that was what I was now feeling. My de- 
pression had turned into rage after brewing 
fora few weeks, and your magazine awakened 
me to that important realization. We have to 
be enraged to make a change, not sad! We 
have to feel something as real as rage and 
manifest it into something positive! 

Long story short, | ended up reading the 
rest of Adbusters #78 and was very happy 
when the next issue arrived in the тай. 

Sasha Ostrowski 
via email 


I AGREE WHOLEHEARTEDLY WITH THE READER 
who wrote in issue #79 about your criti- 
cisms of psychiatric medications and, indi- 
rectly, their users. | was recently prescribed 
Celexa for a severe depression that was threat- 
ening my job, family and health. Did Celexa 
treat or cure my depression? No. But what it 
did do was provide a stimulus that allowed 
me to leave my house and restart the activi- 
ties that eventually led to my recovery. In the 
future please focus on exposing the hidden 
gaps in our medical care options that should 
be filled by natural health generating activ- 
ities like counseling and exercise instead of 
harping on the drugs that are often the only 
affordable source of relief provided to those 
in great need who end up caught in our bro- 
ken medical system. 
Ін 
Houston, TX 
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UDOS TO ADBUSTERS FOR TAKING a lead on 
recognizing nature as a healer [Adbusters 
#77]. The tremendous power of the Earth to 
heal us is largely ignored by mainstream men- 
tal health providers. | have been struggling for 
four years to have daily access to the outdoors 
recognized as a basic right for psychiatric inpa- 
tients here in Massachusetts, as over a dozen 
hospitals somehow believe that locking peo- 
ple inside can improve their emotional state. 
Prison inmates and even livestock are given 
this right under law. Yet this effort is treated 
with disbelief and strong objection by hospi- 
tal administrators and lobbyists (who have 
tremendous power). To them, patients’ rights 
— especially those of patients diagnosed with 
‘mental illness’ — are trivial compared to the 
Bottom Line. And so, they've (so far) success- 
fully blocked our effort. 
| speak as someone who takes psychotro- 
pic medications and believes that the option 
should be available. However, the medicaliza- 
tion of mental health treatment is becoming 
more prevalent, especially in hospitals, and 
concepts of holistic and alternative treatments 
(including ecotherapy) are dismissed. The myth 


that ‘mental illness’ is purely biological and can 
be treated by medication alone is a dangerous 
but powerful one, but the media force-feeds 
itto us. There's no quick and easy fix, but we 
seem to expect it. | think that if more people 
put down their cell phones, Blackberries and 
laptops and took a walk outside, everyone's 
mental health will improve. Yes, sometimes 
it's that simple. 
Jonathan Dosick 
Via email 


NE DAY | WAS ILL and had to go to the gy- 

necologist due to ovarian cysts. But in 
order to do so, | had to first visita general prac- 
titioner and pay 20 bucks. He set me up to see 
а gynecologist a week later. So | went to see her 
(paid another 20 bucks) and was told that | will 
need an ultrasound. So the following Monday 
(the woman who does the ultrasounds is only 
there on Mondays) ! paid another 20 bucks 
and while the doctor was performing the ultra- 
sound | asked her, “Doctor, what is it? Do Ihave 
a cyst or not?" She said she cannot tell me and 
that | will have to wait for the insurance com- 
pany to write the report and schedule another 


appointment to view the results. I asked if she 
could tell by what was on the screen what was 
wrong with me and she said yes, she can tell, 
but she cannot tell me. So | went home and 
waited for the call. Finally, | received the call, 
went in (paid another 20 bucks) and was told 
yes, до have ovarian cysts and to come back 
in three months for another ultrasound to see 
how they are doing. 

Recently | moved to Spain and during the 
first month there | began to experience the 
same symptoms as before. However | did not 
have any medical coverage so | went to my fian- 
cé's general practitioner. Не saw me right away. 
| asked if | could pay them cash and they said 
they didn’t take cash, | would need an identi- 
fication number through the courthouse, but 
they would see me now and I could get the card 
later. The doctor set me up an appointment 
with a gynecologist for the following week. | 
left without paying a dime. 

At the gynecologist's, she performed the 
ultrasound that day. My fiancé and I watched 
the screen (like a pregnant family watching 
their baby) and she showed us the cyst and de- 
scribed it to us. She told us that the type of birth 
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his is the front page of a major newspaper in Mexico. The blue 

square that takes up the entire bottom halfis an ad for Telcel, a 

cell phone provider that currently holds 77% ofthe country's mar- 
ket share. Telcel is one of many companies owned by Carlos Slim, the rich- 
est man in the world according Fortune magazine. He also owns Telmex, the 
formerly government-owned telephone company, which was sold to him at 
a laughable price by infamous former president Carlos Salinas de Gortari. 
As part ofthe sale, legislation was passed stating that Telmex would be the 
only company allowed to own phone lines, so that the few struggling com- 
petitors that have surfaced over the years have been forced to lease lines 
from them. The result has been a de facto monopoly of telephone servic- 
es in Mexico, controlled by Mr. Slim’s companies. According to the OECD, 
Mexico has the fourth most expensive cell phone rates in the world. The 
telephone service industry is not the only one that has contributed to Slim’s 
$59 billion fortune. He also owns hotel chains, department stores, baker- 
ies, copper mines and a bank, among others. As an experiment, | once tried 
to see how long | would be able to go without generating any income for his 
companies. The result was a depressing six hours. The fact that a single per- 
son can hold so much power in Mexico 15 yet another setback for our fragile 


democracy and freedom. 


control we were using could cause ovarian cysts. 
and recommended that we switch, She gave me 
three months worth of medication and told me 
to come back to see her for a re-check. I did 
not have to pay anything for the appointment 
or for the medications. Everything happened 
in the same office, that same day and I did not 
have to wait for an insurance report. 

1 never knew how messed up our health 
care was until this happened to те. 

Lisa Malmgren 


via email 
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Г] HERE ARE MANY PROBLEMS FACING America 
today, and most if not all have а common 
denominator: bought-and-sold politicians. The 
saying, "We have the best government that 
money can buy" is dead on. Our problems, 
from needless wars, with killing and maiming 
of many hundreds of thousands of American 
and Iraq civilians, and wasting trillions of 





Mónica López 
Guadalajara, Mexico 


dollars that could have been put to use for 
healthcare and rebuilding of our crumbling 
infrastructure, all of the waste and corruption 
that lobbyists and special interest groups use 
to line their own pockets can be stopped with 
ONE IDEA: federally funded elections. № is al- 
ready being tried in California, with proposition 
89. There are thousands of decent Americans 
willing to serve their government once it be- 
comes possible for the average American to 
run for office. The K Street lobbyists have tak- 
en over our government. Only a grass roots 
movement demanding publicly funded elec- 
tions, can save our country now. And time is 
quickly running out. 








Stuart King 
Denver, СО 


0 VER THE YEARS, | HAVE read with interest 
your articles covering the actions ofthe 
US, Israel and the neocons. | have noted that 
there is more often than not an absence of his- 
torical context in the discussion of present-day 
political events. Many who oppose the murder- 
ous behavior of the US in Iraq sincerely believe 
that Bush and the people who control him are 
an aberration. Following from this is the idea, 
in the minds of many Americans who oppose 





the war, that electing a Democratic president 
would somehow change everything and re- 
store sanity to the world. 

The Bush regime’s criminality is, in fact, 
totally consistent with the conduct of virtual- 
ly every American administration of whatev- 
er party since the American Revolution. The 
Revolution itself, far from being a struggle 
for freedom and liberty as we have been re- 
lentlessly propagandized into believing, was 
orchestrated by slave owners and land specu- 
lators in order to maintain slavery in spite ofa 
British High Court decision and to steal native 
land which had been protected by the Royal 
Proclamation of 1763. 

The US has launched hundreds of unpro- 
voked invasions of other nations, overthrown 
scores of democratically elected governments, 
installed many of the world’s most vile dicta- 
torships, carried out numerous genocides, 
practiced wholesale torture, and stole the ге- 
sources and land of scores of victim nations. 
Тһе US war against the people of Iraq is noth- 
ing new, and is an almost perfect parallel to 
its war against the people of the Philippines 
from 1898 to 1909, complete with systemat- 
ictorture. 

| believe that there is no real hope for 





change unless we understand that what Bush 
is doing is simply what America has always 
done. The only change is that the regime is 
more overtly fascist than its predecessors, the 
weapons are deadlier, and the technology of 
surveillance and control has evolved to a be- 
yond-Orwellian level. 

About five years ago, | decided to create a 
chronology of suppressed US history. | began 
publishing my findings as a blog- Making The 
World Safe For Hypocrisy — at www.mtwsfh. 
blogspot.com. I'm currently up to 1924. 

Joe Perez 
via email 


AM NOT A CHICKEN, CAGED and beakless; I 

am not an ostrich on a wind-eroded mid- 
western farm with my head planted firmly in 
the dirt; | am not a turkey with my mouth open, 
looking to the heavens for answers. | am not 
a cow, in line waiting for slaughter. | am an 
army ant marching beside others in hopes of 
toppling this decaying log that calls itself a 
working system (under the guise of unrestrict- 
ed capitalism). 

This system of which I speak is a product, 
as well as a producer, of extremely powerful 
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forces that have the global citizenry believing 
in the Western ideal of vulgar consumerism, 
neocolonialism and the worldwide destruc- 
tion of valuable but nonrenewable resources. 
I have seen these forces at work as an outsid- 
er, a traveler, a soldier, a student: a thirster for 
the answer to my question why. Why is money 
worth more than a loving life? Why do people 
not care for people? These are the questions 
that I ask myself. 

The answer is in education, dissemination, 
uniting and building. It is in moving and shak- 
ing, talking to strangers in strange lands. The 
answeris in doubting everything until you find 
the truth for yourself. Itis in the refusal to turn 
the other cheek and let the leaders of world 
powers speak for us and destroy the earth in 
our names. The answer is in the act of doing 
and not pointing. 

J. Rodney Bennett 
Colorado 


OUR ARTICLE, IRAN VS. THE United States of 

Amnesia (Adbusters #73], inspired me to 
write a research paper for an American histo- 
ry class, on the 1979 hostage crisis in Iran. My 
professor warned me И could be controversial, 


but! made the decision to shock my classmates 
anyway. Luckily, they proved to be a mature au- 
dience and my professor later told me that he 
was grateful for my teaching the class such an 
important history lesson. 

1 wonder how they would feel now if they 
find out that, according to Seymour Hersh, 
Congress has just agreed to a request from 
President Bush to escalate the covert opera- 
tions against Iran, 

Victor Villagomez 
Cedar Rapids, IA 


O APPARENTLY | HAVE STUMBLED Upon а 

very uplifting magazine! Finally a mag- 
azine which jabs at the very same corporate 
flesh that slaps us in the face with subcon- 
scious advertisments. Finally a magazine that 
actually mocks the very democratic hypocrisy 
imposed by the big bully ofthe south. When I 
first picked up Adbusters # 75 (The Big Ideas 
of 2008) 1 felt my heart cheering on. 

That was until I figured that your magazine 
isa hypocritical windbag, and its sole purpose 
(is it?) is to impose a one-world government 
viewpoint on your readers. This is very counter 
productive. For you guys to even suggest that 
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the solution to our problems is an Orwellian 
dictatorship of this whole planet, is absolut- 
ley disgusting. Don't you understand that once 
there is a world government, they will take 
away our rights and freedoms and then ме 
(much like the Palestinians) will be refugees 
on our own planet. 
Yeti 
Edmonton, AB 


M EN WITHOUT FACES GUARD THE buildings. 
of power. | am horrified by their lack of 
expression. What do they think of when they 
point their guns? What ideas do their masks 
hide? Is their loyalty eternal? Do they not feel 
the same resentment we do? From floor to 
roof, men-clones all the same. Arms big and 
small black metallic. I feel strange in my town. 
Nightmare landscape. | dreamed this, many 
times in the past. Militarized town, cold, fear. 
A winter in the soul that no sun can warm. Men 
without faces drain through the streets. They 
guard the avenues, they appear in schools. 
They come to give us peace, but did some- 
body not tell them that the good guys are the 
bad guys and the bad guys are the same ones 
that keep the lie alive? The illusion of legali- 
ty. The promise of a future. There is no relief, 
only denial, 
Claudia Franco 
via email 


JUS’ DON? UNNERSTAN IT. I thought wid dis 

restrainin' order, ya know, that I'd be, we'd 
be protected. But, he can come all up in here 
an' listen to my phone conversation an' what 
we be talkin’ about an’ the cops can't or won't 
do nuthin.” 

They tol' me at the court that this Order of 
Protection would keep me safe, help me keep 
my right to not be followed or harassed or that 
nuthin’ would happen to my family. Sure ‘nuff 
when he came all up “round here an’ he got 
caught, what did the cops do? Nuthin’... said 
he claimed executive privilege or some such 
shit. Well, | don’ believe it. Не ain't got no right 
to listen to my phone conversations or know 
what I'm doin.’ | don’ care who ya are. 

Ya know, when Jimmy Ray violated his ol' la- 
dy's Order of Protection those cops came real 
quick to Jimmy's trailer an' asked him ques- 
tions an tol' him now he's gotta go to court. 
Jimmy Ray ain't been "round her house since 
an' he stopped lookin' in her windows. But, 





ol’ George's violatin’ a whole country's Order 
of Protection, set up by the Constitution so 
we don’ get no one, violatin’ our right as citi- 
zens, and nuthin’ happens to him. They even 
let those shady cell phone companies get off 
too. | jus’ don’ unnerstan' it. 

1 don’ have nuthin’ to say to no one "bout 
no terrorism or anythin’ else that damn pres- 
ident would wanna hear. So why they lis- 
tenin’? Ain't they got somewhere else to spy 
‘on? Somewheres more important than my lit- 
tle space #24? | know we all scared "cause of 
911 an’ how that killed a lot of people and we 
need to find those that did that. | think tha's 
jus’ terrible but I'm not sure how tha's con- 
nected to me and my single-wide. 

| gotta go now, JennyLynn's gonna bring her 
new nail kit over but | tol’ her not to call first 
"cause | got nuthin’ to say when the damn re- 
strainin’ order's gonna get violated anyways. 
Bye for now. 





Атее Beck 
Fort Mohave, AZ 





HE 20105 ARE GOING To make the 19305 
look like the 19705. 
Marc Salomon 
via email 


REETINGS! | HAVE BEEN READING Adbusters 

2 for ten years running and have found 
comfort not only in the camaraderie of ideas 
couched therein, but also in the fact that there 
are others out there thinking about local and 
global change. One idea sprouted when rid- 
ing the bus to work: large (or small) apartment 
communities should utilize the lawn space to 
accommodate pea patches or other DIY agri- 
cultural projects. | have seen a lot of room for 
grass, which looks pretty, but feeds no one 
but the bugs and our sense of aesthetic val- 
ue. Coming from the lush Pacific Northwest, 
Loften see complexes where acres of lawn are 
used for nothing more than to pay a mower 
for his hard work. This is sad and wasteful. 
Granted, there are many pea patches that can 
be used by community members (usually for 
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Final deadline December 1 


Design 15 at war with itself. We are taught that design 15 about 
finding solutions. But the success of these solutions 15 judged 
so narrowly (Did it ooze desire? Did it shift units?) that we find 
ourselves implicated in problems far greater than the ones we 
solve. 


The time has come for a radical shift in priorities. We are now 
faced with some of the most daunting global challenges in 
human history. These are real targets, worthy of our problem. 
solving skills, ripe for our intervention. Yet those who have the 
vision to rise above national and political boundaries still have 
no symbol to rally under. 





‘ONE FLAG COMPETITION DESIGN: PEDRO INOUE 


We invite you to create a flag - free from language and well- 
worn clichés - that embodies the idea of global citizenship. 
A symbol that triggers pride and cohesion, whether worn on 
a backpack, displayed on a door, or flown on a flagpole. A 
symbol for anyone to declare membership in a growing and 
vital human cooperative. We invite you to prove that design 
has a real role to play in the fate of our world 





Submissions will be critiqued by a panel of prominent design professional, then 
featured in Adbusters and supporting design publications. The winning flag will go 
into production, ready for flying by the patriotic citizens of Earth, Deadline for entries 
is December 1, 2008. 


Judges include: Jonathan Barnbrook / Michael Bierut / Vince Frost / Steven Heller / 
Kalle Lasn / Rick Poynor / Dmitri Siegel. More to be announced, 


adbusters.org/oneflag 





a fee), how much better would it be if it was 
in your back yard? 

There are many avenues of thought at- 
tached to the hub of this one idea, and, giv- 
en time and effort, | believe we could change 
our communities little by little into some- 
thing resembling a thriving, living, breath- 
ing organism. 

Thanks for your dedication 

Samuel S. Gulpan 
ма email 


M Y WIFE AND | USED to be very much part 
1 of “the establishment.” Both PhD par- 
ticle and nuclear physicists, ме worked іп ac- 
ademia for a while and lived in one ofthose 
identical cookie cutter homes - the kind of 
homes where, after three or four beers, you 
find yourself forgetting to check the house 
number and jamming your key into a neigh- 
bor's door. We took jobs аға Big Pharma com- 
pany as research scientists and, of course, the 
money came rolling in. 

After about six months with the compa- 
ny, we were becoming disillusioned with the 
"dream." We found that we didn't want to just 
buy our way into contentment, so what were 
we pursuing? The lack of direction was start- 
ing to tear our marriage apart. And then the 
current “economic downturn" came. We were 
out of a job. This wasn't a big deal, we could 
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find other jobs — but did we want to? 

Instead, we decided to see if we could live 
an alternative lifestyle. 

We sold everything apart from some clothes 
and moved into an old airstream trailer in April 
of this year. Living in a small (25x8ft) trailer 
concentrates the mind about what you really 
need to buy. The small space means that you 
can't buy stuff even if you want to. 

However, we found that there is a lot of stuff 
we want to use but not necessarily buy (such as 
tools, outdoors kits and so on). So we started 
www.rentnotbuy.com. The site was designed 
to encourage people to find alternatives to 
massive consumption. Users can list things 
they own for rent by other users. 

So this is how we lead our lives now. Right 
now, I'm emailing from Alaska, just outside 
Anchorage. 





Caius Howcroft 
via email 


LTHOUGH YOU ARE MASTERFUL IN present- 
А ing all that is wrong with the world as a 
result of “Old Media,” you fail to see the dev- 
astating potential of New Media. Is New Media 
immune to your critiques? 

For those of you who are unfamiliar with 
New Media, let me acquaint you. It's email 
marketing, online ads (both text based and dis- 
play), search marketing, micro-sites, cell phone 





advertising, SMS, etc. New Media doesn’t have 
to do anything to find you — you find it, by typ- 
ing in your keyword, signing up to receive up- 
dates from your favorite web site, texting a 
mysterious set of digits to find out more about 
the newest shitacular blockbuster. That's all it 
takes. That one innocuous action was all you 
had to do — you took the bait. New Media now 
can follow you everywhere you go. It feeds you 
your cookie, which you gladly take without 
hesitation, and you go about your merry way. 
But what you didn't know is that that cookie 
doesn’t digest. 

That cookie stays with you - everywhere 
you go. Do you think it’s coincidence that you 
mentioned your favorite band on Facebook 
and now you start seeing ads everywhere pro- 
moting their new album? It's no coincidence. 
That's the cookie in your stomach talking — it 
almost feels like a stomach ache coming on 
doesn't it? 

New Media can find out anything about 
you. Hell, you're voluntarily giving up the in- 
formation, They'll segment you (like a toa 





a lab?), target you (like a Deer in а gunsight?), 
profile you (like a serial killer?), but to you it 
all seems great. Everything on the net — ads, 
web sites, promotional emails - has never 
seemed so relevant. 

In contrast, Old Media was stupid. It didn't 
know the intimate details of your life like New 
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Media does. It was sent out to the masses 
-the idea being, more or less, to cast the 
net and hope to catch some of you who 
were willing and able to buy. Sounds a lit- 
tle more benign now, doesn't it? 

I work in this disgusting industry, and 
1 know what I am talking about. Please 
stop talking about the Old way of doing 
things and start talking about New. Please 
help people to notice what I am doing, 
and give them a reason to put me out of 
business - because I can't seem to get 
out of iton my own. 
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Anonymous 
via email 


VER THIS PAST YEAR I have become 
( ) more and more disillusioned with 
how we use the Internet to find infor- 
mation. | remember watching the 2004 
Robert Kane Pappas documentary “Orwell 
rolls in his Grave” several years ago and 
admiring the insight he gave into how 
the Internet could quickly and very easi- 
ly move from an open to a closed access 
resource. He claimed the Internet pro- 
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forthe change but that the ramifications 
would be clear for those of us who had 
begun to viewthe Internet as an open fo- 
rum for new ideas. In my mind this new 
period of “closed access’ has truly come 
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upon us, but for me the way in which it 
happened has surprised me. There was 
no declaration, there was no new ‘sign 
up’ per se, yet certainly I now often feel 
completely powerless and cut off from the 
information | wish to reach. Perhaps as 
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I've grown and discovered different view- 
points, | have stumbled out ofthe Internet 
green zone and into a gray zone where 
dissidence and even counter-culture are 
regulated. However as the Internet, as 
seen by Gxxgle's meteoric rise, has be- 
come more and more browser-based, we 
have become completely at the mercy of 
corporate-run search engines. 
Daniel Gosling 
Japan 


I RECENTLY ATTENDED A CONCERT BY the 
politically radical hip-hop/rock/classi- 
cal-fusion band Flobots, whose third and 
most recent album was released by, sur- 
prisingly, Universal Records. The band's 
hit single, “handlebars,” is in regular ro- 
tation on MTV and in radio, and the band 
has even appeared on the Tonight Show. 
This is a shock to me considering that 
just ten years ago, when my generation 
was the target of the mainstream me- 
dia, anything with statements so clear- 
ly in opposition to the social heirarchy 
would absolutely be censored; certainly 
not brought to major-label status. This 
suggests to me not the co-optation of 
radical movements, but rather a major 
hegemonic paradigm shift. The show | at- 
tended was all-ages and sold-out. There 
was а sparsely filled 21+ section of which 
1 was a part, but hordes of adolescents 
filled the main floor. These youth are re- 
ceiving, enthusiastically, a very strong 
message that in my own generation's po- 
litical climate was strictly off-limits, and 
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Flobots opened their show 
as they open their album: stat- 
ing that “there іс a war going 
on for your mind.” This me- 
dia-literate statement is ex- 
actly what my own generation 
was shielded from: the fact 
that those in power are des- 
perately trying to control our 
psyches. The band acknowl- 
edges the importance of chan- 
neling rage over injustice into 
revolutionary activity, saying 
in regards to the disaster of 
Hurricane Katrina that it's 
“times like this that you want 
to plot a coup.” Flobots hon- 
ors Southern anti-racism advo- 
cate Anne Braden with a song 
in her name and with clips of 
her statements embedded in Р 
the track. 
Anne Braden їз not the 

only person to be cited by the band. In “Same 
Thing” the unjust imprisonment of Mumia 
Abu-Jamal and Leonard Peltier are noted, as 
is a shout-out to Huey Р. Newton. The song 
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need heroes” and that “you have two choices: 
surrender or enlist.” This gave me reason to 
believe that the tables will soon be turning on 
those at the top of the current heirarchy. 
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Beth DiMasi 
Boston, MA 


also states that it was our government re- 
sponsible for the assassination of Salvadore 
Allende and the overthrow of Jacobo Arbenz 
and Mohammad Mossaddeq, and the song 
ends with the plea “don’t let them assasinate 
Hugo Chavez, don’t let them assassinate Evo 
Morales, bring back Martin, Malcolm, Medgar, 
Hampton, Schwerner, Goodman, Chaney.” 
Flobots paints a picture of the current polit- 
ical climate as a battlefield and encourages the 
listener to “fight with tools.” They say that “we 
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Our year-end issue (out mid-November) zeroes in on the big ideas of 2009 and how you 
can use them to empower your politics, your activism, your life. Don’t miss this mindbomb. 
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Live every day, every moment like a cat on the 
prowl: alive, alert and still a little wild. 


memewarriors.org 


The Japanese language is often indirect, characterized Бу suggestion 


and context, undecipherable to the foreign ear. Translation can seem 


futile. But one word whose meaning is incontestable is karoshi 


— “death from overwork.” Japan's first case was reported іп 1969, 


when an otherwise healthy 29 year-old newspaper laborer suddenly 


keeled over with a stroke. The word gained popular usage during 


the rise of the economic bubble. In 1982, three Japanese physicians 
diagnosed and analyzed the illness in a book called Karoshi. 4 


As Japan embraced Western-style capitalism, it, in turn, 
started suffocating the Japanese. The corporation eclip- 
sed every community in Japanese life, providing living 
spaces, arranging marriages and social engagements, 
and, most importantly, promising full-time jobs that 
would last a lifetime. 


Except they didn't — at least not for everyone. Ву 

the late 90s, Japan's long-burst bubble had politicians 
scrambling to emulate the west again, this time adop- 
ting the latest US models of profit-margin effica- 

cy: outsourcing, part-time labor, low wages and scant 
benefits. 


Lo and behold: the scourge infecting Japan today Баз 
less to do with working too much and killing oneself. 
than not working enough — and killing others. 


This year, Japanese police have officially reported at 
least eight incidents of what they call "random as- 
saults,” indiscriminate stabbing sprees perpetrated 

by pathologically lonely, underemployed younger 
Japanese. Part-timer Tomohiro Kato stabbed 17 and ki- 
lled seven in June; in July, an underemployed laborer 
stabbed two women in a bookstore, killing one, and a 
week later, a frustrated young woman stabbed seven on 
a busy Tokyo train platform. 


In each case, the perps had little or no job security, 
and nothing else in their lives to provide stability or 
satisfaction. 


Enter the Dame-Ren — another Japanese term that lo- 
ses nothing in the translation. It means “the No Good 
People,” and refers to a loosely knit organization of 
university graduates who are devoted to ‘dropping 
out’ of Japan's capitalist, consumerist systems. Founded 
by Waseda University graduate Koichi Kaminaga in 


the 90s, the Dame-Ren get by on odd jobs, low over- 
head living (cheap duds and eats), and not a little bit of 
pluck. 


One thirty-something member of the Dame-Ren 
making а name for himself in 21st century Tokyo is 
Rikimaru Toho, aka The Manga Man. Toho is an ico- 
noclast to behold: all flowering curls held aloft by a 
bandana, his long face furrowed beneath a generous 
goatee. He looks nothing like his salaryman brethren, 
and even less like the studious hipsters of Shibuya and 
Harajuku, whose garb is magazine-manufactured. 


“See, I was a classic hikikomori (shut-in) and NEET 
(“Not in Education, Employment or Training”) type of 
person. I knew from an early age that I just couldn't fit 
in,” Toho tells me on a patch of grass beneath a railway 
bridge. "I was a singer with a guitar, but I really liked 
manga. Suddenly, I realized my guitar could turn into a 
manga book. It was my new instrument.” 


Toho carries his crates of manga books to street corners 
and park benches, opens their pages, and acts out the 
stories with grimaces, growl and howls, and whispery, 
almost silent utterances. He whirls the books through 
the air like Pete Townshend windmilling across a 
Gibson. He's a one-man band singing of his people's 
yearnings and fears, yawping over Tokyo's rooftops for 
a few yen and faces wet with tears and smiles. 


“My favorite thing from America is the song called The 
Boxer by Simon and Garfunkel,” he tells me as we both 
head home. “I especially like the last line: ‘I am leaving, 
Tam leaving, but the fighter still remains.’ That inspi- 
res me. 


Toho's a No Good Person - and he wouldn't have it 
any other way. 
Roland Kelts 





DAME-REN 
(NO GOOD PEOPLE) 


I FIND MYSELF THINKING 
ABOUT WHAT IT MEANS TO 
FIGHT FOR SOMETHING. 





Dixon and Rayid sit on bleachers іп а well-lit courtyard 
waiting for the music to start. We've come to an open-mic night that is 
held every Sunday behind a darkened mansion that, from the street, looks 
as if it would not be out of place in a horror movie. This is not the kind of 
open-mic night I'm used to, where no-name locals practice their art ho- 
ping to gain a small fan base to get them started. Here well-known acts 
sing and play for pennies on a stone stage and you never know who might 
show up. We are surrounded by Havana's youth, legions of tattooed and 
pierced hipsters drinking rum from boxes and smoking hand-rolled ciga- 
rettes. Shauna and І һауе succeeded in crossing the invisible yet fiercely 
guarded border that separates Cuban nationals from the ubiquitous tourist. 
Suddenly there is excitement surrounding one man with tight curls dyed 
California blond. His name is David Torrens and we are told he is very fa- 


mous in Cuba. I wonder what it would be like if my favorite musical artist 


regularly made appearances at our local hangout. 


In Havana they have a different kind 
of advertising. Instead of billboards selling fast food, de- 
signer jewelry and beer there is graffiti promoting pea- 
ce, love and socialism. This wall near the Museum of the 
Revolution says, “The moral of the revolution is still 
as high as the stars.” But one phrase seems to stand out 
amongst the rest: Sociolismo o Muerto, — socialism or 
death. Shauna asks Dixon about these unavoidable re- 
minders of the way Cubans are supposed to think. “This 
is a phrase that to me is very significant,” says Dixon, 
“within it is a lot of energy. I should fight for some- 
thing. But socialism is to encircle yourself with one way, 
one mode, one idea. We don't progress here in Cuba be- 
cause we are surrounded by this one idea, one place a 
control of ideas. And progress is a revolution of ideas.” 

This phrase “Sociolismo o Muerto” 
seems uncannily similar to Patrick Henry's cry during 
the US revolution, “Give me liberty or give me death,” 
and I find myself thinking about what it means to fight 
for something. 


Deney, Shauna and I sit on the walls 
of El Morro, a fort across the bay from Havana, where 
Deney has brought us so we can watch the sun set over 
the city he loves. We watch as fishermen float in the bay 
and it is far too easy to imagine how tempting those га- 
fts seem to the desperate. In the 2007 fiscal year the US 
coastguard reported interdicting 2,868 Cubans attemp- 
ting to reach Florida beaches. So far in fiscal year 2008 
they are reporting 1,804. 

Deney points out a building in the dis- 
tance that is blocked from view by hundreds of black 
flags. I can just make out an illuminated red blur on 
the building. “That's the US Interest building,” Deney 
says, “They have a news ticker that tells us of things ha- 
ppening in the US and around the world. Fidel put up 
all those flags to try and block the words.” Deney is 
laughing as he says this, he finds the attempts by his go- 
vernment to impede the influx of knowledge ridiculous, 
but there is sadness in his voice as well as if he feels betra- 
yed that his country doesn't trust him. 

Sarah Zook 





FLOCK OF CONTACT IMPROVISERS WALKS AROUND THE FLOOR EN MASSE, ONE 
hand open at their foreheads like helmeted legionnaires. But they move 
swiftly and smoothly, more like swallows than soldiers, going one way 

and then suddenly streaming out to the side and going another. 

This is a performance at the fourth annual Australian Contact Improvisation 
Convergence, which took place in the Byron Bay area of New South Wales in 
June 2008 — 70 dancers from across Australia and New Zealand gathered to rub 
their bodies against one another in the friendliest manner imaginable. 

Described as the dance of natural philosophy, CI — which celebrated its 36th 
birthday this year — explores spontaneous movement by taking a point of con- 
tact with another body (or a physical object such as the floor or the wall) as its 
starting point for exploration through physical movement. Its considered a form 
of dance improvisation and one of the most well-known styles of modern dance. 

The Contact Improvisers stand still for 36 minutes, part of the international 
anniversary celebrations for СТ. There is more going on here than meets the 
eye = а silent meditation and also an awareness exercise on the act of standing 
still. Known as the Small Dance, ће stillness has been a part of CI since its first 
recognized performance in 1972 at Oberlin College, Ohio. During this piece — 
called Magnesium — founder Steve Paxton and ten other trained dancers threw 
themselves at each other through the space and then stood still for several 
minutes. 


enter jamspace 


CI developed within an institutional context but early on a decision was 
made by its foundersinot to codify the form, making it both widely accessible 
and often misunderstood. The form is not trademarked and there is no certifica- 
tion för teachers. 

At its core, CI is about the exploration of movement and its possibilities 
Between two people in physical contact. As a larger movement, though, СІ 
Fepresents а non-hierarchical form of artistic discovery, innovation and impro- 
visational fluidity. Over the last three decades contact communities have trans- 
formed and developed alongside the technical aspects of the dance itself — CI is 
how a social movement as well as a technical form. People can choose to practice 
СІ болів согат Connection, for its artistic beauty or as a way to simply ex- 
plore their physidality® it’s practiced by all varieties of dancers and performers 
as well as therapists. 

A group of Contact Improvisers — known as a jam — gathers in а good-sized 
room with an inviting wooden floor. No one is in charge here, though an india 
vidual may ‘hold’ the space, sweep the floor, welcome newcomers and keep ай 
eye out for dangerous behavior. The very structure of the group is a culture jam, 
with its non-hierarchical model of relationships between the participants. When 
you retreat to the sidelines you're still in the jam, witnessing, holding, respon- 
ding. There can be music; duets and trios of dancers split and merge without 
pattern, or with a pattern too complex to discern from the floor. Sometimes Бо- 
dies puddle in the center in an ecstasy of voluptuous touch. 
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I challenge you to enter any of the hundreds of jam spaces across the glo- || 
be and not be moved. The ACIC itself is a five-day residential gathering that 
sets a high standard of Ways to Move Through the World complete with or- 
ganic, local catering and a respectful use of natural and cultural spaces. Most 
СІ communities or performances operate in much the same way. And yet, lea- 
ding Australian dancer Jacob Lehrer takes issue with the idea that Conta 
Improvisation represents a utopian community, as some devotees claim, 
“CI is a university-based dance form; people forget that. It's not 
and the idea that if everyone practiced СІ the world would be a bet 
rubbish. Serial killers would just be better dancers, that’s all.” 

For Lehrer, СІ remains a physical practice, with the community a by-product 
and not its raison d'être. He hurries to explain that those who focus on the emo- 
tional and social aspects can be just as rigorous in their approach but justifies his. 
own position by returning to CI rah cha dance academy. Despite the- 
se rationalist objections, however, Lehrer himselFisnot without contradictions. 
Негіз known as a dancer and teacher of Contact Improvisation but claims nO to — 
teach CI — the dance is the only teacher. 

“It’s the improvisation thing — the not-forescen, the irreducible. Whatever I 
say about Contact Improvisation can get blown apart in the dance.” 

Perhaps it is this that draws Lehrer back to the contact community, which in 
Australia is expressed in its fullest form at Byron Bay, in June. ~ 
“I go to ACIC so that once a year I can get access tojmew bodies of knowled- 
_ ge, literal bodies and community bodies. If they dance with me, I get restimula- 
ted, agitated.” 
Sometimes someone gets hurt. It can get a bit crazy. The dance speeds up 
d bodies fly through the air = sometimes they come down hard. People get 
ashed — the air gets pushed out of their lungs and they have to yell for those 
und them to stop. Others will not even know how to enter, they will wander 
und the edges of the jam, not knowing how to get in, how to catch a ride, 
to offer someone an inviting surface. And when they finally do, they can 
barely describe the exhilarating feeling of moving in this unthoughtful way. The 
truth is no one here knows what's going on — no one is in control. And the con- 
solation is, we're not alone. 





























Vahri McKenzie 
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quit facebook 


М MARCH, AT THE PEAK OF FACEBOOK POPULARITY, 1 QUIT. WITH FOUR 
swift clicks of the mouse, 1 canceled my account. Gone was the en- 
tire online persona I had created for myself — profile pictures, inter- 

ests and activities, work history, friends acquired — all carefully thought 
out to showcase to the world the very best version of me, all now deleted. 

Ironically, the decision to destroy my carefully built-up virtual im- 
age came as a result of wanting to enhance my profile. All that particular 
week I'd been hungry for new quotes on my page, something to reflect 
the week I'd been having: something introspective. I perused a quotes 
website and found this one attributed to Aristotle: 

“We are what we repeatedly do.” 

I became despondent. What, then, was I? If my time was spent chang- 
ing my profile picture on Facebook, thinking of a clever status update for 
Facebook, checking my profile again to see if anyone had commented on 
my page, Is this what I am? A person who re-visits her own thoughts and 
images for hours each day? And so what do I amount to? An egotist? А 
voyeur? 

. Whatever the label, I was unhappy and feeling empty. The amount 

of time I spent on Facebook had pushed me into ап existential crisis. It 
wasn't the time-wasting, per se, that bothered me. It was the nature of the 
obsession — namely self-obsession. Enough was enough. Пей Facebook. 





In the past, my feelings toward Facebook and similar so- 
cial networking sites had swung between a genuine sense of 
connection and community to the uncomfortable aware- 
ness that what all of our blogs, online journals and personal 
profiles really amounted to was serious narcissism. As my 
feelings of over-exposure continued to mount, the obvi- 
ous solution would have been to set limits on my Facebook 
time — yet I still found myself sucked in for longer periods 
every time I visited. In part, it was the hundreds of little 
links to and hints about other people's lives that kept me 
coming back. But even more addicting were the never-end- 
ing possibilities to introduce, enhance and reveal more of 
myself. 

"Тһе baby-boomers were at one time thought to be the 
most self-absorbed generation in American history and car- 
ried the label of the Me Generation. In recent years this 
title has been appropriated, twisted and reassigned to the 
babies of those same boomers — born in the 80$ and 90$ — 
now called Generation Me or the Look at Me Generation. 
Author Jean Twenge, an Associate Professor of Psychology 
at San Diego State University and herself a member of 
Generation Me - spent ten years doing research on this 
group's sense of entitlement and self-absorption. She attrib- 
uted it to the radical individualism that was engendered by 
baby-boomer parents and educators focused on instilling 
self-esteem in children beginning in the 1970s. American 
and Canadian youth were raised on aphorisms such as “ex- 
press yourself” and “just be yourself.” 

To further illustrate her point, Twenge also found 
a large increase in self-reference words like “I,” “me,” 
“mine” and “myself” in news stories published in the 80s 
and gos. These words replaced collective words such as 
“we,” “us,” “humanity,” “country” or “crowd” found in 
the stories of a similar nature in the 50$ and 605. This gen- 
eration might be the least thoughtful, community-oriented 
and conscientious one in North American history. 

In the end, what does all this online, arms-length self- 
promotion ultimately provide? Perhaps it's merely one 
component of the pursuit to alleviate some of the black- 
ness encountered in the existential vacuum of modern life. 
As Schopenhauer once projected, modern humans may be 
doomed to eternally vacillate between distress and bore- 
dom. For the vast majority of people experiencing the 
fragmented, fast-paced modern world of 2008, a Sunday 
pause at the end of a hectic week may cause them to be- 
come all too aware of the lack of content in their lives. So 
we update our online profiles and tell ourselves that we are 
reaching out. 

And yet, the time we waste on Facebook only makes our 
search for comfort and community more elusive. Online 
networking sites are marketed as facilitators of commu- 
nity-orientation but when I think about the millions of 
people — myself included — who spend large portions of 
their waking lives feeding off an exchange of thousands 





of computerized, fragmented images, it doesn’t add up to 
community-engagement. These images have no meaning 
beyond “I look pretty from this angle” or “I’m wasted” or 
“look who my new boyfriend is.” And as we continue to 
chase even harder - accessing Facebook at work, upload- 
ing images from our cell phones - we spend our money on 
constantly upgraded electronic gadgets marketed to our 
tendency to self-obsess and present particularly uninter- 
esting and repetitive images of ourselves. There's got to be 
more than this. 

And so I quit... 

After I left Facebook, I wondered what all my friends, 
family and acquaintances were going to think when they 
noticed ГА disappeared off the Facebook earth. So some 
of my Facebook narcissism — am I being noticed, am I be- 
ing missed — remains. But I'm also asking myself some new 
questions. How do 1 find balance between my online life 
and my “real” life? How much exposure is healthy? How 
do I act responsibly for myself and engage with those I 
love? These are still “me” thoughts but they feel different 
than before. As I sit here, keyboard under palm, eyes on 
screen, I try to remind myself that my hands and eyes need 
to venture out into the community and look and touch the 
truly tangible that lies just beyond that other big screen: 
my window. 





Carmen Joy King 
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mindfulness. 


tthe sound of the brass bell, the children place their МИШ 
palms face up оп their desks, close their eyes, and 
begin to breathe. Their bodies are still; their breaths | Целер 
come slowly and evenly. After ten minutes, their teacher | 
quietly instructs them to open their eyes. The atmosphere 
| in the room is peaceful and relaxed. Five minutes later, les- 4 ji 
sons begin. | 
It might not be a typical classroom scene just yet, but 
over the last four years mindfulness training — which 
uses techniques such as deliberate breathing and focus- 
ing on a single object — has been introduced to classrooms 
(o dn Califor ylvania and British Columbia with i" 
marked success. After participating in mindfulness educa- 
tion — commonly referred to as ME — for periods of ten 
to 30 minutes several times a week, students said they felt ІШІНЕ 
calmer and happier. Teachers also reported that students | 
misbehaved less often, were more focused and performed 
better on assignments and tests. 
ıı “T have observed endless positive changes in my stu- 
+) dents,” says Janice Perry, a primary school teacher who first 
implemented the ME program with her kindergarten stu- 
dents in 2005 and now trains other teachers in how to in- 
troduce mindfulness to their classrooms. “Students eagerly 
use mindful breathing to calm their minds and ready them- 
1 selves for learning." 
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Mindfulness is not quite the same as meditation — there 
are no chakras or chants involved. And while it does have 
roots in Buddhism, it's not quite a “west-coast-new-age- 
hippie” kind of thing because, hey, they re trying it out 
in Pennsylvania, after all. Instead, mindfulness is best de- 
scribed as being present in the moment - completely aware 
of one's thoughts and actions — ап4 a counter го mindless- 

ness — the act of zoning out, going through life on autopi- |^ | 
lot or the inability to focus completely on one subject. 

Though it's an ancient practice the role of mindfulness | 
in the modern classroom is to address a purely contempo- 
rary problem. Over the past few decades, mindlessness has | 
surely become the new childhood epidemic — one of the 
most common complaints heard about youth today is that 
they have no attention spans — following kids around like 
the ghost of polio past. It's not surprising that they find it 
hard to focus though — they spend most of their lives star- 
ing at screens that change constantly every few seconds. 

Kids spend an average of 1023 hours per year in front of. 

the television — more hours than they spend in school. In 

the United States, children watch over 400,000 television 
commercials a year. And when they're not watching TV, 
they're surfing the net or playing video games. Worse still, — | 
the majority of children admit to doing other activities ІН 
while they're watching TV ог on the computer, dividing 

their focus even further - а practice many likely picked up 

from their multi-tasking parents. 

Social pressures are also causing stress among younger 
students. A 2007 study conducted by the United Nations 
Children’s Fund found that 3.5 million primary school chil- : 
dren were affected by a "loss of childhood,” due to waves ||, 
of “antisocial behavior, materialism and the cult of celeb- |’! 
rity” in schools. The report also blamed rigid, standardized 








testing for increasing pressure on students and eliminating 
any type of fun from school curriculums. “Why are chil- 
dren so unhappy?” asked British newspaper The Independent 
a few months after the report was published — referring to 
the phenomenon as “the anxiety epidemic.” 

But advocators of mindfulness aren't the first to try and 
remedy this problem. Fifteen years ago, pharmaceutical 
companies took advantage of the growing numbers of chil- 
dren unable to perform at the pace that the achievement- 
driven United States dictated — and began preaching about 
the dangers of Attention Deficit Disorder. Worried parents 
and teachers mistook any issues that arose — inability to fo- 
cus, misbehavior, fighting — as ADD and promptly called 
for psychiatrists to prescribe the new wonder drug Ritalin. 

Ritalin use hit a record high in 2006, with over 5 million 
children - 90 percent of whom were American — reported 
to have been prescribed the drug. But since then a backlash 
has also begun. Both parents and teachers are beginning to 
ask why so many kids are being prescribed what is essen- 
tially Speed. They have grown weary of large pharmaceu- 
tical companies attempting to diagnose childhood maladies 
as abnormal brain functioning. And they are beginning to 
look for new solutions. 

Enter mindfulness. It first caught the attention of clini- 
cal psychologists and psychiatrists as a non-pharmacologi- 
cal way of treating depression, stress and anxiety in adults. 
Inspired by their results, programs such as the Mindful 
Awareness Research Centre at UCLA and the Garrison 
Institute in Los Angeles began implementing programs to 
bring mindfulness into select elementary schools in 2004. 

Dr. Kimberly Schonert-Reichl, an authority on child 
and adolescent development, conducted some of the first 
empirical research on mindfulness in the classroom in 
Vancouver, British Columbia in 2005. Although she admits 
to some skepticism at first, she was curious to see whether 
mindfulness would have some of the same positive effects 
on children as it had on adults. 

"What we know from neuroscience is that techniques 
that teach you to better focus your attention lead to stress 
reduction and other positive benefits, at least in adults," she 
says. 

She and her research assistants used mindfulness training 
techniques — such as focusing on a certain sound, controlled 
breathing and teaching kids to be more mindful of senses 
like taste and smell — on students in Grades К through 7. 
The results, she says, were staggering. 

“What we found was an improvement in their ability 


to pay attention, as well as a decrease in behavior problems 
and an increase in optimism and positive emotions,” she 
says. “Kids who got the ME program became more opti- 
mistic, they were rated by their teachers as able to pay at- 
tention better, they were less aggressive, and they were 
more socially and emotionally competent.” 

Schonert-Reichl's findings correspond with observations 
of teachers such as Perry - who noted that her First Grade 
class saw significant improvements in reading, writing and 
math. But mindfulness seems to go beyond just academics. 
The techniques also create heightened awareness in children 
so that they are better able to identify and manage their 
feelings and emotions. 

“They are better able to identify and manage their 
own feelings and emotions, to self-regulate,” says Perry. 
Students are also able to ‘respond’ rather than ‘react’ when 
faced with a problem by stopping, taking a breath and cre- 
ating space in which to make a good choice,” 

Heightened awareness also had the effect of making chil- 
dren more empathetic - because they were more aware of 
the feelings of others. Perry says that this creates a more 
caring and compassionate classroom. 

“They have a heightened awareness of themselves and 
others, and they understand better that different people 
have different perspectives.” 

As the positive reviews roll in, the demand to bring 
mindfulness into more classrooms is surging. An ME clinic 
offered to teachers by the school board in Vancouver this 
past summer filled up within days, causing the board to add 
a second clinic in October. The program is also expected to 
catch on in hundreds more cities within the next few years. 

At the sound of the brass bell, throw out the Ritalin. 
And breathe. 

Shira Bick 
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Тһе evolution of the western mind і опе of creeping 
abstraction - a turning away from the natural world. 


Ea 


COURTESY LUC DELAHAYE 





WHAT IS ABSTRACTION? 
Pure form? 
The hue of infinity? 
A glimpse into the spiritual structure of nature itself? 
or 
A loss of empathy? 
A fear of death? 
A virus embedded in the Western mind? 








Mondrian found trees 
so disturbing that, 
seated at a restaurant 
table by a window with 
a view of them, he 
asked to change places. 








THE BLOSSOMING TREE, 1912 
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to paint 
noine a 


Andy Warhol 


IN 2004, A PANEL COMPRISING 
500 of Britain's most esteemed artists, critics and historians 
voted Marcel Duchamp's Fountain the most influential art- 
work of the 20th century. Created for the inaugural exhibi- 
tion of the Society of Independent Artists in 1917, Fountain 
was a urinal — a common plumbing fixture purchased from 
a wholesaler іп New York City — signed by Duchamp with 
the pseudonym “В. Mutt” and rotated so that it lay on its 
back. A porcelain bowl designed to collect piss was rec- 
ognized as the single-most important contribution to art 
in the past century. Ahead of Picasso, ahead of Pollack. 
Matisse didn't even make the list. Among the world's aes- 
thetes, there were scattered cries of foul. And just as it had 
in 1917, Fountain ignited a debate over the meaning of art. 

That Fountain would inspire objection is to be expect- 
ed. After all, Duchamp had no hand in the creation of the 
object itself. But what he did do is re-contextualize it. He 
presented the urinal in a way that forced the viewer to соп- 
sider it differently, chus shifting the burden of understand- 
ing from the artist to the observer. It was an affront to 
tradition, an assault on paradigm. And with the creation of 
Fountain, Duchamp accomplished one of two things Не 
either gave birth to a new kind of meaning or obliterated 
the need for meaning in art entirely. But whichever door it 
was that Duchamp kicked open, one thing is clear — Andy 
Warhol sashayed right through. 

If Duchamp was challenging our perceptions, Warhol 
was challenging our depth. Prompting us not to delve 


deeper, but to worship the surface. When he began to make 





waves іп the New York art scene with silk-screen images 
appropriated from mass culture, Warhol was simultaneous- 
ly heralded as a genius and a fraud. The acolytes of progress 
saw him as a great leap forward — as someone who had the 
courage and vision to not only embrace the vulgarity of 
modern culture, but to elevate it. To sign it and call it art. 
[d cii Bank Y cheap Pun A алана 

mass luced novelty as ori, works of art. 
MS лү wore оп, the Pme nq d 
never His appropriation, hi: , his dubious 
means of production ... Marilyn, car crashes, so Campbell 
soup cans... They all left people asking — is it art or is it 
crap? Is it meaningless or is it profound? Warhol's work in- 
spired a litany of questions that were never answered in the 
artist's lifetime. And after his death due to complications 
following gall bladder surgery in 1987, the questions be- 
came irrelevant. One of Warhol's most famous aphorisms 
,proved true, 


Warhol's cemented status is a recent poll conducted for the 
BBC in which he beat out Michelangelo for the title of the 
greatest Western artist of all time. Could a Campbell's soup 
can really be the Sistine ceiling of our age? And if Warhol 
and his appropriated imagery represent the apex of artistic 
achievement, what does that say about modern culture's ca- 
pacity for meaning? 

“Art has changed over time,” says AK47, a London-based 
‘art terrorist’ famous for kidnapping Banksy’s The Drinker 
from a public square in 2004. “We're looking at things 
more simply now. We live in a fast world and we don't al- 
ways have the time to soak it all in.” Speaking by phone in 
a raspy Yorkshire accent, AK 47 explains that Warhol was 
the first to really embrace the advertising mentality which 
has come to defne our culture and shape our understand- 
ing of art. “That doesn't mean that art is shallow,” he ех- 
plains, "it's just different.” 

“When punk rock first broke in the UK,” he continues, 


express 
hopelessness. 


Death means a lot of money, honey. Death can really: 
make you look like a star. 

In death, any doubt shrouding the importance of 
Warhol's body of work dissipated. Though the errant dis- 
senter may still exist in our midst, Warhol enjoys almost 
universal recognition as one of the most important fig- 
ures in the history of art. Prints that were selling for реа- 
nuts in the artist's lifetime are now fetching hundreds of 
thousands —if not more — at auction. His Marilyn diptych, 
a repetitious silk-screen of the starlet’s iconic countenance, 
was deemed “the Mona Lisa of our time” by Jose Mugrabi, 
_ Warhol's most prolific collector. And although Mugrabi's 
opinion is arguably biased, the same British panel that 
Sey Fountain number one placed мша. num- 
ber three. But perhaps the most compelling argument for 


— Takashi Murakami 


"people said it was the end of music. They said it was just. 
noise. Now the Sex Pistols are a major reason why mu- 
sic and culture are what they are today. It's the same thing 
with art." It was, argues AK47, the very cultural фо 
swell that began Duchamp and Warhol that has al- 
lowed an entire generation of artists to expand and distort 
the notion of meaning in art. 

When British artist Tracey Emin was shortlisted for 
the prestigious Turner Prize in 1999, she caused consider- 
able uproar by displaying her installation piece My Bed at 
the Turner exhibition. Removed from her bedroom af- 
ter a days-long bout of suicidal thinking, My Bed is — lit- 
erally — Emin's bed, awash in the physical manifestations 
of emotional unrest. Used condoms, empty vodka bot- 
tles and urine-tinged sheets all serve to offer the observer a 





This ad is from the back cover of the totally vacuous Andy is 8o! 
special issue of Interview, June/July 2008. 


voyeuristic glimpse into the artist's wounded psyche. Or, 
to look at it another way, its just a fucking bed. A dirty 
bed, but a bed nonetheless. 

When asked to reflect on his Campbell's soup can series, 
Warhol once said ^I wanted to paint nothing. I was look- 
ing for something that was the essence of nothing and the 
soup can was it." There's quite a bit of difference between 
nothing and the essence of nothing. One is the mere ab- 
sence of substance while the other is a much more pro- 
found metaphysical contemplation. So when considering 
meaning in art, we have to ask ourselves — how much we 
are willing to see? How much of the burden of under- 
standing we are willing to bear? Do we want to see a soup 
can or do we want to see a meditation on nihilism? Do we 
want to see a dirty bed or do we want to see the raw, gap- 
ing wound that is the artist's life? Do we want to see a uri- 
nal or do we want to see a Fountain? 

Takashi Murakami, a Japanese multi-media artist com- 
monly hailed as the Andy Warhol of the East, has made a 
veritable mint churning out cartoonish, fiberglass sculp- 
ture from his very own Tokyo-based factory. Employing 
production methods that would put Warhol to shame, 
Murakami is one among a generation of artists (Jeff Koons 
comes to mind) who often have no hand in the physi- 
cal creation of their work. Instead, assistants working in 
the manner of an assembly line produce pieces according 





to the artists specifications. When I first came across 
Murakami, he struck me as the perfect example of capital- 
ism run amok in modern art. The epitome of art as a highly 
synthetic product — created only to feed fame and gener- 
ate profit. But then I read an interview in which Murakami, 
describing the nature of his work, said simply this: 

I express hopelessness. 

Suddenly his art didn’t mean what I thought it did. 
Despite all of the profundity surrounding modern art, 
we surely can't allow ourselves to become too awestruck by 
the artists’ professed intentions. Considering Warhol's abil- 
ity to manipulate his image in the media, its certainly роз- 

sible that he was more concerned with producing a good 
sound bite than in painting the essence of nothingness. 
And Murakami may very well be less interested in express- 
ing hopelessness than in mitigating his staggering financial 
success with a dash of existential despair. But what value is 
there to be found in speculating as to the artist's true inten- 
tions? Whether they mean to do it or not, Warhol and the 
generation of artists that has succeeded him are the ideal 
ambassadors for the age in which we live. 

Artists have always held a mirror to the face of society, 
showing us what we have become. No matter what he actu- 
ally saw in the soup cans, by elevating them to the level of 
art, Warhol managed to encapsulate the increasing empti- 
ness of modern existence. Whether he was commenting on 
that emptiness or contributing it is a question we'll never 
answer. And whether consciously or not, Warhol was the 
first to see that humanity was spiraling into a vacuum of 
self-obsession — one where brand names and fleeting fame 
would exist as muse. In that way, Warhol was profoundly 
relevant — maybe even more so than Michelangelo. Warhol 
was Zarathustra on the mountaintop, a herald of the com- 
ing nothingness. The first to say, whether intentionally or 
not — if you want more meaningful art, build a more mean- 
ingful world 








Тһе Anthropocene Epoch will be defined by 
the heating trend and the radical instability 
expected of future environments. 





i held the cruelty-free soap to my arm 
and moved my arm in various directions 

a kind of meat-eating liberal 

was making me move my body 

that was the day i argued against publicly-owned companies 
on my blog; the shower felt nice 

so i did not leave the shower 

something beautiful was moving me 

away from my philosophy; in my room at night 

i blogged about the preconceptive nature 

of right and wrong 

а kind of self-righteous argument 

something about the cruelty of abstractions 
capitalism felt harmless and fun 

really, it was just a kind of game 

that made people into various abstractions 

a kind of harmless movement 

of bodies; laying on my bed 

a kind of emptiness 

moved through my politics 

it was cruel 

to leave the homeless man 

"there's no such thing; i mumbled 

‘as good or bad’; something about being 

in the center of my philosophy 

i walked through someone's vision 

and it was a vegan walking through someone's vision 
something about the way i felt kind of abstract 

the impermanent nature of things 

was making a terribly beautiful emotion 

in the center of my being 

i was going to feel it as a kind of emptiness; really 
the political gesture was neither good nor bad; ‘see 
when you break a heart nothing really breaks, he screamed 
to music, ‘it's just a figure of speech” 

an indefensible waste of water 

the day i unofficially changed the name of my job 
to ‘fuck craigslist’ politics moved through my brain 
in various directions 

and made me choose the cruelty-free soap 

i moved my body to the kitchen 

to get something to eat; alone at night 

a kind of abstract longing 

the uncompromised expression of emotion 

through words and music made me feel better 
because it was not really changed by abstractions 


by Tao Lin 





ог publicly-owned companies 

something about the kind of vegans 

who feel terribly empty and alone 

at night, with peanut butter 

i listened to beautiful music 

created by depressed vegans 

i tightly held my sesame bagel 

“the peanut butter is not a metaphor; i mumbled 
something about how the emotion was felt alone 

“my life is empty without blogging; i emailed someone 
“terribly empty’; the existence of beautiful music 

was kind of depressing 

because of the unidirectional nature of time; i got a job 
the day a terrible emptiness moved permanently into my blog 
i stole the organic lip balm 

by putting my cell phone and the organic lip balm in my pocket 
a kind of emptiness existed in the center of my bagel; really 
it was just the hole that's in the middle 

of all bagels; ‘i need to go read my blog 

to find out what my politics аге" 

the cruelty-imbued pork chop 

was a terribly expressive pig 

i held the sesame bagel to my face 

because i was going to eat it 

the homeless man’s polities 

were telling the homeless man 

not to exist; melodrama 

had infused the evening 

in the kitchen i felt sad 

the indefensible nature 

of existing alone; a terrible longing 

not to exist; the abstract nature of sadness. 

the existence of movement, and a kind of harmless fun 
“this organic peanut butter tastes like carrots changing into brains" 
really, that was the kind of terrible night 

it was; а kind of eighty-cent sesame bagel 

my cell phone shook 

with a kind of existential terror 

really, someone was just text messaging me 

{decided to take a very long shower 

‘someone find out exactly who loses money 

if i steal from whole foods; i blogged 

an indefensible cruelty towards animals 

a vision of being kind 

and alone; i longed to be permanent 

the corporation existed as various abstractions 

a terrible self-righteousness moved through the emptiness 
in the center of my being; really, it was just what happens 
when you kind of try to do things; kind of happens 

а vision of brains 

a sort of harmless world 

something about the various emotion in the center of my being 
really compromised 


Room Night from the book, Cognitive-Behavioral Therapy by Tao Lin (Melville House, 2008) 








The Anthropocene Epoch will be defined by extinctions, 
global species migrations and the widespread replacement 
of natural habitats with agricultural monocultures. 








Тһе Anthropocene Epoch will force 
evolution itself into a new trajectory. 
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THIS CHART ILLUSTRATES А STAGGERING FACT: 
The last 30 years have yielded four times as 
many weather-related disasters as the first 
three quarters ofthe 20th century combined. 
Tornadoes, hurricanes, wildfires, floods. You 
might say that the earth is throwing ominous 
tantrums. 

Unfortunately, our reaction to such natu- 
ral outbursts = as well as to the problems of 
skewed data on CO2 emissions, resource an- 
nihilation, and latent toxicity in our land and 
water — hasn't spiked nearly as dramatically. 
Instead, we seem content to simply refine our 
existing patterns of consumption. If a mass- 
produced plastic label promises that a product 
is “green”, we'll likely buy it and feel satisfied 
for having done our part, 

We may owe our collective lack of environ- 
mental consciousness to the convenience of 
invisibility, We dispose of our waste in neat 
receptacles, rarely bearing witness to its grim 
‘deterioration. We marvel at the efficiency of 
the industrialized world yet seldom glimpse 
the colossal infrastructures that make such 
modern efficiencies possible. 

But the taxing effects of the Western lifestyle 
are becoming more globally conspicuous than 
ever. And yet still, we're largely unable to admit 





to the problem. Perhaps the world is experienc- 
inga complex state of collective denial? 

American sociologist Kari Mari Norgaard 
recently spent a year in Bygdaby, a rural 
Nonwegian community with a population of 
14,000, where she interviewed locals about 
‘their perceptions and reactions to climate 
change. Though Bygdaby’s inhabitants were 
surrounded by overwhelming evidence of glob- 
al warming (abnormally high temperatures, 
an unfrozen lake, late snowfall and flooding), 
they tended to selectively “normalize” this 
knowledge and maintain distance from the 
issue by “participating in 
cultural norms ahd usinga 
series of interpretative nar- 
ratives to deflect disturb- 
ing information.” In other 
words, the inhabitants of 
Bygdaby denied the prob- 
lem despite the fact that they were directly 
confronted with its effects and, given their 
simplified rural lifestyles, likely bore only in 
cidental responsibility for its existence. The 
bulk of accountability lies on the overgrown, 
shoulders of the urbanized West where, hav- 
ing effectively rid our lives of nature, we are 
shielded from the effects global warming on 
the natural world. 

‘As Norgaard notes in the study's conclu- 
sion; “Societal inequality helps to perpetuate 
environmental degradation, making it easier 
to displace visible outcomes and costs across 
borders of time and space, out of the way of 
those citizens who are most politically able to 
respond.” In other words, while the citizens of 
a less destructive world are punished by the ef- 
fects of our bad behavior, we in the industrial- 
ized West can go on about our way— ignoring 
a problem that is conveniently invisible. 
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DRIVEN BY DONOR SHORTAGES IN THEIR HOME 
countries, ailing Westerners are traveling to 
places like India, China and the Philippines, 
where a burgeoning biological black market 
promises a plethora of fresh organs available 
for transplant. In the US and Canada, patients 
can languish on waiting lists for five to fifteen 
years before a kidney is donated from the de- 
ceased. On the black market, a kidney can 
be made available within hours of a finalized 





financial transaction. How? Preying on areas 
of extreme third world poverty, highly orga- 
nized rings of organ brokers dispatch agents to 
seek out men and women desperate enough to 
part with “spare” organs in exchange for cash. 
Though a Westerner in need ofa kidney can рау 
in excess of $150,000 for the transplant, third- 
world sellers are often paid as little as $800 for 
their sacrifice. And those are the lucky ones. 
Increasingly, stories are emerging of poor men 
and women being lured abroad by the prom- 
ise of work only to find that they have been 
duped by an organ ring. A ticket home means 
giving up a kidney. Proponents of transplant 








tourism claim that because most transactions 
take place between two willing participants, a 
buyer and a seller, organs for cash is little more 
than simple supply and demand. Critics argue 
that this skewed capitalism fails to take into ac- 
count the abject desperation on both sides of 
the equation. Either way, we seem to be living 
in a world in which boundaries, both physical 
and ethical, are dissolving. A world in which 
the wealthy perceive the bodies of the poor as 
little more than supply which they have every 
right to demand. 
Sarah Nardi 
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ACCORDING TO THE WORLD BANK, GLOBAL 
demand for water is doubling every twen- 
ty-one years, and water supplies, especially 
in the developing world, can't keep up. The 
growing problem came into focus recently in 
South Africa. 

Jennifer Makoatsane lives with eight other 
family members in Phiri, Soweto. They survive 
on her mother's pension of approximately $115 
a month. The family's water is rationed through 
a prepayment meter, which means they receive 
a fixed amount of free water every month, but 
they must prepay for any additional water, 
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something they can't afford to до. Instead, еу- 
ery member ofthe household shares the bath 
water, and the toilet is flushed with water used 
for laundry or cleaning. Despite these conser- 
vation measures, her family usually has enough 
water for only half of the month. 

In 2006, Makoatsane and five other resi- 
dents filed suit against the city of Johannesburg 
and the Johannesburg water utility, alleging 
that prepayment meters are unconstitutional, 
and this past April а South African High Court 
ruled in their favor. Judge Moroa Tsoka ruled 
thatthe requirement to prepay for water, which 
applies only to households in poor, tradition- 
ally black areas, violates South Africa's consti- 
tutional right to equality. 

"The Constitution guarantees equality," 
Tsoka wrote. "It is therefore inexplicable why 
some residents of the city are entitled to wa- 
ter on credit plus free allocation of twenty- 
five liters per person per day or six kiloliters 
per household per month, yet the people of 
Phiri, are denied water on credit. In spite of 
the fact that they are poor, they are expected 
to pay for water before usage." 

Poor households find themselves going 
weeks without access to water if they cannot 
purchase prepaid credits. Many residents claim 
that they are now worse off than during apart- 
heid. One ofthe claimants, Vusimuzi Paki, re- 
called battling a shack fire to no avail because 
there were no funds left for water. Two chil- 
dren died in the fire. 

Civic campaigners say prepayment meters. 
and reduced access to water has contribut- 
ed to public health problems throughout the 





country. Notably, 
a KwaZulu Natal 
project imple- 
mented in 2000 
has been closely 
linked to a mas- 
sive cholera out- 
break that killed 
hundreds after 
communities turned to polluted rivers for 
drinking water when they could not afford 
the water from prepaid communal taps that 
used to be free. 

Water activists around the world are cele- 
brating the ruling and vowing to continue to 
challenge the use of prepayment meters and 
discrimination against the poor. Prepayment 
water meters have spread rapidly through- 
out Africa and are used in Tanzania, Lesotho, 
Namibia, Nigeria, Egypt and beyond. The new- 
ly formed African Water Network has made it a 
priority to combat the use of prepayment wa- 
ter meters. In Mumbai, India, activists have 
hailed the decision as they seek an end to pre- 
payment meters in Mumbai's slums. 





Although one small victory in the fight 
against water rationing may have been won, 
there's no long-term solution in sight for the 
overall problem of rapidly increasing demand 
for water. Even in the first world, where cheap 
access to water is taken for granted as fully 
as free access to air, we're left to wonder if 
the current crisis in the poorer areas of Africa 
might represent the future of all mankind. 

Maj Fiil-Flynn 
A version of this article first appeared 
in Multinational Monitor. 
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LUXURY SPENDING IN THE UNITED STATES 15 
growing more than four times as rapidly as 
spending overall. Luxury autos, mansions, and 
second mansions, vast lots, huge yachts, gau- 
dy home appliances, cosmetic procedures, ul- 
trapremium wines ~ all are being consumed 
at unprecedented rates. The ridiculous mag- 
azine Cigar Aficionado had more than 400,000 
paid subscribers in 1996, and subscriptions 
were increasing rapidly. 

Worst ofall, itis not just the super-rich ас: 
counting for such waste. For every mansion on 
a vast lot, there are hundreds or thousands 
of ^McMansions" on large lots, While the su- 
per-rich buys a $30 million yacht, the plain- 
old»rich buys the $130,000 "bionic dolphin" 
(a one-person watercraft). For every million: 
dollar “Diamond Dream Bra,” thousands of 
hundred-dollar bras are purchased. These in- 
credible figures have been well document- 
ed by Robert Frank (Luxury Fever: Why money 
fails to satisfy in an age of excess), who sensed a 
“growing social tolerance of acquisitiveness 
and greed," 

From Shoveling Fuel fora Runaway 
Train by Brian Gzech 
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AFTER BUYING MILK ATA LOCAL GROCERY STORE IN HARTFORD, CT, ANGEL 
Arce Torres was the victim of hit and run while crossing the street. A 
tan Toyota, chasing a blue Honda, veered across the centerline and af- 
ter, striking down the 78-year-old, sped around a corner out of sight. 
Torres, who was bleeding but conscious, lay in the street while nine 
other vehicles drove past his crumpled body. One oncoming car turned 
around, while another slowed to а stop, driving off moments later. 
Опе man on a scooter circled the body before continuing on. Several 
witnesses stared at the wounded man from the sidewalk. None ap- 
proached. Torres is paralyzed from the neck down and will require per- 
manent hospitalization. 





ESMIN GREEN, 49, А JAMAICAN MOTHER OF SIX AND GOSPEL SINGER AT HER 
local church, was involuntarily admitted to the Kings County Hospital 
Centre in New York City. Her psychiatric symptoms prompted her church 
pastor to admit Green, who struggled with mental health issues. In 
the hospital’s waiting room, Green waited 24 hours fora room. When 
she fell out of her chair into convulsions, the two other patients seat- 
ed nearby did not react. Security guards and hospital staff took notice 
of her prone body a number of times but did not approach. А guard 
rolled his chair into the waiting room and stared at Green's body for 
several seconds, before casually rolling away. One nurse nudged the 
body with her foot, but was an hour too late. Green died face-down on 
the waiting room floor. 


IN A SMALL CITY SOUTH OF BAGHDAD, HUSSEIN, А 26-YEAR-OLD SHIITE, WAS EMPLOYED AS A GO- 
between for the Americans. Fearing capture by local militia groups, Hussein worked out ofa se- 
ries of rented rooms, relying on a small bag of belongings to facilitate quick escapes. He with- 
stood threats to his life, from graffiti on his door to а note stating he was to leave his job or be 
killed. Hussein continued to work, indebted to the US for the overthrow of Saddam and the 
promise of democracy. When the young Iraqi informed his supervisor of the threats, he was 
ironically told to lay low. Hussein asked fora transfer out ofthe country and was ignored. After 
receiving a third death threat, his supervisor left the country. Hussein requested to be evacu- 
ated along with other Americans and was refused. Over 100,000 Iraqis have been employed by 
US government programs and, since 2003, have been routinely killed in kidnappings, shoot- 
ings, beheadings and car bombs. Of the five million displaced Iraqi citizens, more than two 
million are seeking refugee status in other counties. Syria has accepted over one million and 
Sweden has welcomed 40,000. In embarrassing contrast, America has admitted 850. The num- 
ber doesn't compare to the 130,000 Vietnamese allies the US saved after Vietnam, and illus- 
trates the gross betrayal to those, like Hussein, who risked their lives for America's promise 
ofa better life. 
Emily Kendy 
Story of Hussein originally in George Packer's New Yorker article, "Betrayed." 
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$12,807 AVERAGE HOUSEHOLD SAVINGS (US, ANNUAL) 





Copernicus took us out 
of the center of the solar 


system; now we need to MORTGAGE LOANS 


за, 
take ourselves out of the sen 
center of the biosphere. HOME EQUITY LOANS 
$10,062 
PRODUCT LOANS 
$14,414 


CREDIT CARD DEBT 
$8,565 


TOTAL DEBT 
$117,951 


AVERAGE HOUSEHOLD DEBT (US, TOTAL) 
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CARBON EMISSIONS PER PERSO 


19.8 UNITED STATES 
3.1 CHINA 
1.0 INDIA 
10.8 RUSSIA 
10.0 JAPAN 
10.2 GERMANY 
41 UNITED KINGDOM 





T WAS THE FINAL DAY OF ACTIONS AGAINST THE СВ, 
and we were marching on a small, winding road 
through the hills of Hokkaido. At least two rows 
of police lined both sides of the march, their dark 
uniforms and long batons cutting strange forms 
against the misty landscape. 

But I tried not to notice them, directing my 
gaze instead at the distant hills bleeding into the sky, the 
places where the clouds parted, allowing the sunlight to 
burst through. The air was thick, sweat and pollen stuck 
to my body. 

1, along with many others, had come across the world 
to protest the G8. Now that we were here, it was difficult 
to decipher exactly what that body of power actually was. 
It was the posh hotel sitting in the distant hills, far away 
from the reach of any protesters. It was the subtle touch of 
the Japanese cop's hand on my shoulder, letting me know 
that whatever strength I might think I have, he has more. 
It was the culture of fear at the protest camps, backed up 
by the very real threat of government repression, causing 
people to hide their faces from each other and shun all cam- 
eras. It was the constant bombardment by advertisements 








and products, the neon lights and flashing billboards in this, 
Japan, the Asian darling of neo-liberalism. 

The thing about the G8 protests is that they come up 
against a staggeringly broad system of power. They are not 
directed at a single institution, country, or act, but rather, at 
the informal system of global decision-making predicated 
on the rule of brute power, cynical self-interest, and anti- 
democratic decision-making. We were not just protesting 
the fact that the world's most rich, powerful nations get to- 
gether and make decisions that affect the world, without 
inviting the world to take part in a meaningful way. We 
were also protesting the decisions that these governments 
make, in all capacities, alone and together, to wage unjust 
wars, spew carbon into the atmosphere, impose neo-lib- 
eral trade policies, spread new forms of global capitalism. 
It was a protest against an international framework, but- 
tressed by incredible power, symbolized and manifested 
by the G8 meetings. 

We moved through the thick heat, a colorful mass of 
people. I kept my eyes on the rolling earth, wondering if 
every horizon I was to see in Japan would be littered with 
riot police. Throughout the protests, government repression 


was always near. The fear of arrest— Japan's staggering twen- 
ty-three days of detention and high rate of conviction — had 
caused us to internalize police power, regulating and limiting 
our own actions. This was the arm of the G8 — the force it re- 
lies on to stifle dissent and maintain power. The cops were the 
most obvious enemy — but of course, the systems of power 
propping up the G8 are much more diffuse, webbing through 
society, sometimes constituting society. In lieu of a single lo- 
cus of power, we push against the police. They are the bodies 
that directly block us and obstruct our view. 

Standing in front of the lake, we could barely make out the 
island in the distance where the meetings were being held. It 
was green and faint, the water perfectly still. We stood beating 
our drums and holding our signs: "People Power, No G8" and 
“Japan = Police State, Fuck 23 day detention." Out of range 
of the meetings, we scrummed with the police. 

At the anti-G8 forum leading up to the actions, I heard the 
word “revolution” used a few times. But І also heard other 
words take its place: cracks, dismantling, deconstruction. John 
Holloway, a movement intellectual, gave a talk where he ar- 
gued that our generation of global justice activists is akin to 
bees swarming, and if global capitalism is to die, it will be a 
death of a million stings. 

There seem to be many things at the heart of this shifting 
language: A loss of faith in the old left construction of revo- 
lution as a single, pivotal moment that wipes the slate clean, 
taking us back to time zero. A belief that there is no outside 
or other to power, but that power creates us as well, gener- 
ating its own truths, planting itself deep inside those seeking 
to resist it. The notion that there are no single root causes or 
structures to attack, but rather a collection of historical sin- 
gularities, diffuse yet interconnected, dispersed like a web. 
The idea that alternative forms of power must be built me- 
ticulously and carefully, rooted in horizontalism, refusing to 
play the game of frantic power grabbing. 

Is this right? 1 do not know. The world appears in strange 
fragments. Different texts and historical narratives strug- 
gle with each other on paper. Meetings last long into the 
night. Government and police infiltrators spy on our gath- 
erings, corrupt our movements, create fear and paranoia. 
Capitalists destroy our neighborhoods, forests, communities, 
lives. Endless webs of NGOs make incremental improvements, 





compromising so much, appropriating social movements. 
Beams of hope flash out, in urban centers, rural spaces, work- 
places, acts of awesome courage and resistance. 

I thought about the night before, how we stayed up late 
into the night arguing in a room that was too small, trying to 
navigate through multiple languages, different conceptions of 


IF GLOBAL 

CAPITALISM IS 
TO DIE, IT WILL 
BEADEATHOFA 


MILLION STINGS. 


direct action, international misunderstandings and offenses, to 
establish some kind of cohesive plan. And now, after a night 
of conflict, we acted together, linked arms against the police 
lines, created one cohesive mass in the Hokkaido hills. 

Are we the cracks? The bees? If so, the cracks themselves 
are highly contested spaces. There is no obvious outside of 
the system, no clear breaking point. In radical spaces, in meet- 
ings that last long into the night, we argue over what the next 
day's action will be, we struggle to establish horizontal pow- 
er, we fight for the soul of our movement. 

I tried to keep my eyes on the rolling beauty around me. 
Birds cawed overhead, the clouds moved slowly. The ocean 
was somewhere nearby, 1 could faintly smell its sale breath. 

At times, it may feel that we are up against a totalizing force, 
everywhere at once, diffuse and multiple. But then, the speci- 
ficity of place interrupts, brings a heartbreaking beauty. And 
we see ourselves moving within that, at a clear point in space, 
a distinct group of people, surprisingly unified, dashing our 
hopes to the misty fog, green hills. And there is a strange sort 
of rightness that emerges, as we struggle to keep our gaze ex- 
tended beyond the riot cops, as we start to push up against 
something else, something more important. And the horror 
begins to chip away. We are trying. 

Sarah Lazare 





АЗТ STOP, A CLOTHING RETAIL STORE 
L that specializes in urban wear in 

Prince George's County mall, had 
two trendy Obama t-shirts displayed in 
the store's window. One of them read 
"We Still Have the Dream,” with the fac- 
es of Obama next to Nelson Mendela and 
Malcolm X. Shaima Munye, who works 
there, says the shirts are enormously рор- 
ular, “Every day people come in and ask 
about our Obama t-shirts. Right now 
we're completely sold out,” she said. 
“There's not one in the store.” 

It’s not a new phenomenon to sce 
politics and culture intersect. 
Incumbent politicians — Bill 
Clinton, or George W. Bush — 
were often satirized or exalted 
in the aisles of novelty board- 
walk shops and on urban side- 
walks. But for a presumptive 
presidential candidate to reach 
this cultural acclaim so quickly is 
unprecedented. Stores and ven- 
dors that are making a buck off 
of Obama also cash in on imag- 
es of Bob Marley, Che Guevara, 
and Scarface. "Obama is market- 
edasa brand name,” said an orga- 
nizer with the Obama campaign. 
"No one quite like this attracts so 
much bootleg popularity." Elijah. 
Anderson, professor of sociology 
at Yale, said, "There are people 
selling Obama gear on the streets 
everywhere. They weren't do- 
ing this for John Kerry ог Al Gore. It's 
because this candidate is black. He's a 
brother who has some street cred. It re- 
ally turns people on." 

On Pennsylvania Avenue SE in 
Washington, DC, a vending booth sell- 
ing long sparkled dresses and tie-dye 
t-shirts sits in one of the busiest after- 
noon corridors on Capitol Hill. The only 
merchandise visible when approaching 
the booth, however, are three rows of 
Obama t-shirts: standard Barack "08 
shirts in a variety of colors, one with 
a blown-up shot of Obama on the cov- 
er of Time Magazine with the word 
“Contender” in bold red letters, anoth- 
er with Obama resting thumb-on-chin 
with MLK as a shadowy background 
and the script "The Dream Lives On." 


The merchant tells many of the passers- 
by who stop to look at the shirts that he 
only has a limited selection of sizes and 
colors but that a new order is coming in 
later this week. “1 don't care much for 
politics,” said one vendor selling on 17th 
St. outside the White House. “I just sell 
whatever is popular. For instance, to- 
day I sold so Obama t-shirts and two 
McCain t-shirts. 

Even car companies are embracing 
Obama's iconic popularity. A new Kia 
commercial begins with an Obama im- 
personator in front of a crowd of people 





holding signs with replicated versions of 
the Obama “О” symbol, except the signs 
read "Central Kia." "Do you have $199?" 
asks the Obama impersonator. "Yes!" the 
crowd emphatically responds. “Do you 
want $3,000 for your trade?" “Yes!” “You 
can be approved at Central Kia..." After 
viewing the commercial on the O'Reilly 
Factor, Laura Reis said, "Nothing, noth- 
ing is sacred anymore." "Oh, obviously 
not," O'Reilly replied. 

Obama commodification has 
also gained huge popularity on the 
Web. Josh, who refuses to give his 
last name to the media because his 
work is “пос about him," founded 
BarackObamaismyhomeboy.com. He 
started designing and selling “home- 


boy” t-shirts for all the candidates in the 





primaries, but as the primary contenders 
narrowed down, he focused his energy 
solely on Obama. What first started as 
a MySpace store launched into a full- 
fledged Web store that receives hun- 
dreds of thousands of visits a day. “I 
try to make a couple new designs every 
few weeks. When Obama makes a tidal- 
wave in the media, I try to come up with 
something that goes along with it,” Josh 
said. “Obama creates the enthusiasm.” 

Whether Obama's sweeping cult-like 
popularity and retail ubiquity will chan- 
nel into political activism and votes is 
debatable. Obama merchandis- 
ers and Obama campaigners func- 
tion in two different worlds: they 
rarely communicate, almost nev- 
ег clash, and yet they often appear 
side-by-side. They coexist. "The 
vendors just show up where we 
go; they come out of the wood- 
work,” said an organizer for the 
Obama campaign. 

Even the McCain campaign 
has acknowledged Obama's cul- 
tural popularity, except they are 
using it asa tactic to trivialize and 
smear his candidacy. A recent ad 
by the McCain campaign states 
that Obama is nothing more 
than a symbolic icon like Britney 
Spears or Paris Hilton. “He's the 
biggest celebrity in the world ... 
but is he ready to lead?" the ads 
asks. 

"Whether this new cultural wave will 
culminate into anything substantive is 
hard to determine,” says Sharon Zukin, 
а professor of sociology at Brooklyn 
College, “Бог now, we should all wallow 
in our Obamamania by buying Obama 
soap, Obama panties, Obama shoes, and 
anything else that confirms him as the 
cultural mammoth he has become." 

For now, we can all wallow іп our 
Obamamania by buying Obama soap, 
Obama panties, Obama shoes, and any- 
thing else that confirms him as the cul- 
tural mammoth he has become. 


Bobby Allyn is an editorial assistant at 
The Nation and a freelance writer living in 
Washington, DC. 
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А Chill 


Down 
the Neocon Spine 


OULD MOUNTING EVIDENCE 
President Bush, Vice President 
Cheney and top advisors ар- 

proved war crimes — including torture 

— become a ticking time bomb? 

Years after the Abu Ghraib photos 
surfaced, long after former BBC videog- 
rapher Jamie Doran released Massacre at 
Mazar, the worm may be turning. Jane 
Mayer's The Dark Side details American 
approval of torture techniques like з: 
terboarding — the worst of ten methods 
of inflicting pain in the US interroga- 
tors’ toolbox. 

The book looks with open eyes at 
what's been oozing from the Beltway for 
years: attorneys like David Addington, 
Alberto Gonzales and John Woo pro- 
vide legal cover for torture; psychol- 
ogists reverse-engineer the Navy's 
SERE (Survival, Evasion, Resistance 
and Escape) techniques into the first 
American torture manual; US physi- 
cians keep half-dead prisoners alive be- 
tween slaps, dunks and jolts. 

The new report is only the latest ad- 
dition to a large and growing pile. CIA 
Inspector General John Helgerson wrote 
a 2004 report contending CIA interro- 
gations constituted torture. Colonel 
Lawrence Wilkerson, a former Colin 
Powell aide, said in 2005 Cheney was 
responsible for war crimes. 

One recent development must have 
sent а chill down а neocon spine or two: 
In a remarkable political reversal, baby- 
faced former Bush White House spokes- 
man Scott McClellan admitted he “could 
not honestly deny" US torture. 








Not coincidentally, а huge number 
of official White House emails remain 
missing after the apparently illegal "re- 
cycling" of White House backup tapes, 
information official Theresa Payton re- 
cently testified. The Presidential Records 
Act and other laws require the archiving 
of all executive branch emails, but doz- 
ens of White House officials used now 


Neither Obama or McCain will touch 
the torture hot potato. Obama says he 
would convene a commission. McCain, 
himself severely beaten in North 
Vietnam, calls Bush and Cheney “ad- 
mirably tenacious.” But the war crimes 
issue is international in its scope, not 
US politics as usual. Italian magistrate 
Armando Spataro last year charged 26 


TRICKY DICK 
ONCE LOOKED 
INFALLIBLE, TOO. 


irrecoverable Republican National 
Committee accounts. Worse, in 2002, 
Bush officials ordered White House 
info managers to install a new Microsoft 
Outlook system with no auto-archive - 
one which was archived manually —and 
now estimates of lost emails run into 
the millions. 

The email brouhaha has no end in 
site. A Congressional committee led by 
Rep. Henry Waxman is investigating, 
and a George Washington University 
archivists group and a nonprofit sued 
the White House. In January, federal 
magistrate John Facciola ordered the 
White House to definitively say whether 
backup tapes exist. Because the files in 
question cover the Iraq War, Hurricane 
Katrina and the Valerie Plame outing, 
the case looks increasingly like a coverup 
of Nixonian proportion. 


Americans — mostly CIA — with kid- 
napping an imam. He may try them in 
absentia. Also in 2007, a German prose- 
cutor issued warrants for 13 alleged СТА 
agents. 

Perhaps this is how it all begins — in 
Europe. 

Tricky Dick once looked infallible, 
too. With Mayer and others locating 
Dick Cheney near the heart of these 
scandals, are we watching Tricky Dick 
11? Pinochet didn't expect to be arrested 
in London on a Spanish warrant. Surely 
Bush doesn't plan to spend his post-pres- 
idency days confined to his Crawford 
ranch, afraid to travel abroad. 

Thacher Schmid 









US/ISRAEL 


Israel has around о Jericho-Il nuclear-armed missiles with 
a range from 900-2,700 miles, putting every Mideast capital 
and parts of Russia, Pakistan and Europe within range. Each 
Jericho-ll, housed in a cave or mobile, carries a warhead that 
can destroy a major city. 


Israel has probably the world’s second or third most potent air 
force, with around 400 state of the art, US-supplied combat 
aircraft and among the world’s most skilled pilots. The IAF is 
supported by a galaxy of electronic warfare systems, drones, 
and long-range recon. Israel's Arrow is the world's most ad- 
vanced operational anti-ballistic missiles system and is ex- 
pected to down over 85% of any incoming missiles. The АЕ 
also has long-ranged, US-supplied F-151s and F-16s that can 
deliver nuclear weapons to Iran. Germany provided Israel with 
three Dolphin-class subs that are said to be armed with nu- 
clearcruise missiles. At least one sub is always on station off 
Iran's coast. In addition, Israel's new Ofek-3 military satellite 
provides full coverage of Iran and surrounding region. Israel 
also shares US satellite and other sensor data in real time 


Senior Israeli cabinet members have threat- 
ened nuclear war against Iran. One nuclear 
strike on Tehran would cripple Iran for years. 


VS. 


Adapted from Plain Facts About Iran's Military, a July 15, 2008 posting 
by Eric Margolis, Foreign Correspondent at ericmargolis.com 





Iran announced its Shahab-III missile is ready to retaliate 
against any Israeli attack on its nuclear facilities. Iran has 
an estimated 24 Shabab-llls which it says can deliver a two 
ton warhead over 2,000 km. But Israeli and US sources say 
Shahab’s maximum range is around 1,200 km, which puts 
much of Israel out of its range. The Shahab-IIl is highly in- 
accurate, particularly at maximum range. It is liquid-fueled, 
meaning it is very vulnerable to air and missile strikes while 
being prepared to fire. Israel has developed tactics using air- 
craft, missiles and drones to attack enemy missiles in рге- 
launch phase. 


Iran's Air Force has about 165 airworthy combat aircraft, most- 
ly of 1960s and "705 vintage. The only aircraft it has that can 
reach Israel are 18-20 Soviet-era 50-245, and a handful of 40- 
year old, US-supplied F-4 Phantoms and F-14s dating from 
the Shah's day. 


Anuclear strike would destroy Israel. The Bush 
administration has vowed nuclear retalia! 
against any nation that attacks Israel with пи- 
clear weapons. Iran is years away from having 
nuclear weapons capability. 





As American as apple pie... 





ave seen them shove dry ice up the rectums of chickens to] 
blow them up. I have seen them stuff the head of one inside th 
rectum and so on, making a kind of “train” of birds. | have seen] 
people bash the birds against the belt, throw them into walls, 
stomp them, throw them into fans, squeeze them so hard thai] 
would spray fe 
bones pop in the rib cages when they did this). These are just 



















s all over another worker (you could hear the] 


him, after | hit him up here] 
in his neck area. And afterwards he started screaming and 
X looked right into my eyes. So I looked at my friend... and | 
/ said, ‘Well, | can't let that happen.’ So I took another shot 
hand took him out. He was then carried away by the rest of 
his family... They shot at anything that moved and then took 
pictures with their kill... [They] bombarded me to copy my 
pictures. They made videos of them to send home to thei 
friends and families to brag, ‘This is war’... Later, the en- 
tire area was still. Corpses littered the ground, heads half 
blown off, bodies riddled with bullet holes... Th 


'odies show close range bullet holes and signs of mutilation inflicted while the vic- ~ 
ims were still alive. Some are missing ears or entire heads. Many are bound and tied 


with barbed wire. Dead bodies with broken limbs and stab wounds are also found on the 


*Former Tyson Foods employee Virgil Butler describing the slaughterhouse floor ofthe com- 
pany's chicken processing plant in Satya Magazine, February 2006. 

** Testimonies given at Winter Soldier: Iraq and Afghanistan, a summit held in March 2008 to 
expose the inhumane and sadistic killings of Iraqi and Afghan civilians by American troops. 
жек Over 5000 civilians have been missing since the beginning of the Second Chechen War 
in 1999. Every few years, construction crews in Chechnya come across mass graves contain- 
ing hundreds of corpses. 





GIACOMO BRUNELLI 
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This photo was taken in Luanda, Angola, just before 
independence day in December of 1975. The child is part 
of a military parade of kids called the Pioneers. They 
belong to the MPLA Marxist faction, which had won 
the local battle for Independence from the Portuguese 














Іп the future, men will wear t-shirts displaying a picture of their cock and salary. 

Women will come in twos, for the monogamous woman will have long been bred out of 
nature in favor of the ménage a trois kind, so that finally, manly hunters can indulge in Miller- 
Lite fantasies and proudly gather their 15 seconds of commercialized ejaculation. 

Light from stars will shine through atmospheric cut outs of corporate slogans, beaming 
onto Earth great advertisements from the sky. 

Metal will erect into the clouds. You will stroke the building, riding it floor to floor, insert- 
ing yourself completely. You will let it warm you and feed you, nourishing insulation, fuck 
your Mother. 

Serial TV will be wired throughout your skull, and you will shut your eyes to internally dis- 
play the good ol' pastime for your vicarious mind. 

Everything will exist outside ourselves as ends, and though there will be means to every- 
thing, these means will be owned and assumed. As flies stuck in the web, we will be born as 
we are caught, our dreams the last measure of freedom we would have sought. 

Life will Бе ап ant farm. 

Numbers will bleed from the sky - philosophy splashed with rhetoric and rationalism, 
churchmongers choking on faith pills. 

Music will be reduced to one simple tone, perfectly balanced, the ultimate hook, impos- 
sible to forget and intrinsically unchallengeable. 

Children will virtually kill each other virtually. 

Politicians will set up lemonade stands. 

Oceans will be drained for real estate and 
land owners will display souvenirs of rusty 
Coke cans found littered in their sand yards. 

Pornography will ascend to glamorous 
photos of shiny cars and you will jerk off to 
such aspirations. 

Yin and Yang will go to war. 

Physically defective people will be quar- 
antined to parks where families vacation to 
feel better about functionality. 

There will be no place for error. 

And here now, | sit around perplexed, a 
stale pesticide. 

In the past, | was a poet, full of diction and 
intellectual jargon, in love with wordy ideas 
and mesmerizing language, verbose for the 
sake of... 

| hardly try anymore. 

In the future, | never existed. 

STEVEN MORGAN 


IZIMA KAORU 








VIRTUAL 


MORALITY 


by Andrew Tuplin 


Technology is dragging morality into some deep and murky philosophical 
waters, forcing us to reexamine our understanding of it as many of 
us choose to become actors in virtual worlds. By putting choice and 
consequence in closed virtual worlds where we can kill without harming 
others or facing punishment ourselves, we are forced to reconsider the 
case for moral behavior. New videogames such as Grand Theft Auto IV 
and online communities such as Second Life, invite an increasingly large 
percentage of society to participate in fantasy worlds where we are invited 
to experience life without rules - to be the bad guy or the sexual deviant. 
The implicit suggestion of these products із that, like gravity, morality 
does not necessarily exist in a virtual world. Morality and consequence 
сап be switched off. Anything goes. It’s an attractive proposition, one that 
undoubtedly contributed to the record breaking sales of Grand Theft Auto 
IV, which took in over $500 million in its first week. Morally questionable 
behavior provided by the game now includes lap dances, sex with 
prostitutes, killing prostitutes, killing cops, and of course, stealing autos. 

Although Grand Theft Auto IV allows you to kill anything 
that walks, you cannot (yet) sex anything that walks. Sex in the game is 
restricted to prostitutes who willingly engage. This design choice has allowed 
the game maker, Rockstar Games, to negate some particularly unsettling in- 
game situations such as virtual rape or virtual pedophilia. Though I believe 
there would be a public outcry if such morally repellent things were included 
in the game, explaining exactly why virtual sex and murder are acceptable - 
while virtual rape is not - is a difficult argument. 

The issue typically discussed around violent games such as 
Grand Theft Auto is that the violence or sexual behavior of the virtual worlds 
will surface in the real world - that violent games will eventually create 
violent people who do horrific things (videogames were repeatedly blamed 
following both Columbine and Virginia Tech. massacres, for instance). But 
there is another concern that has gone largely unaddressed that will become 
increasingly perplexing as videogames create better, more immersive models 
of reality: am I free to do anything I want in a virtual world, or are some 
things inherently wrong? 

















| want another dose. 





А پاس‎ 


I hit the start key to begin. It’s easy to take the first 
dose. One right click with my thumb - I press enter 
and right away it hits. My heart starts to race and 

I begin to sweat. The screen blurs. | feel euphoric. 
On the screen, | race around but really | am still 
but I don't feel still. | can't think straight. | won- 
der if I'm smiling - | feel like | am. My hands are 
clenched tightly around the controls. My left hand 
shakes a little. Soon, though, the feeling starts to 
fade. | want another hit. Another right click de- 
livers it, and my heart beats faster than befo- 

ге. | watch the scenery оп the screen zoom along 
and I feel my heart beat in time. | don't want this 
to stop. Each click of my thumb delivers another 
dose - | take my third, fourth, fifth hit. Each right 
click rewards me. 

I'm dizzy, and my hands feel too large for my 
body. І take short, raspy breaths. After a while, the 
screen is barely there, my eyes are squinting, and 
my mind races miles ahead. | press stop - left click. 


зора 


My heart begins to slow down. Гуе been hunched 
over, eyes on the screen in front of me, but now 
Ilean back and stare at the ceiling. I'm breathing 
slower now. I feel like I've been up all night. | have 
been up all night. 

They told me this was better. It's not real, they 
said, so it can't hurt you. You'll never get addic- 
ted. Your body won't suffer. So | downloaded the 
game. But the more! play, the more | want. This is 
addiction. The only light in my room comes from 
the screen. | haven't gone outside in a while. But 
I don't care. І only want to feel that way again. I 
want to race along in my virtual world, taking vir- 
tual hits that won't hurt me. They say they won't 
hurt me. | can turn off the screen апу time. | сап 
stop any time. But | don't want to. | want another 
hit. I press the start key to begin again. 


Shira Bick 








The Matrix Revolutions hints at the complicated relationship 
between morality and virtual reality through a subplot involving a husband, 
The Merovingian, and his wife, Persephone. Set in a future age where 
simulations of people - programs - are largely indistinguishable from real 
people, the Merovingian has a sexual tryst with a stunning blonde-haired 
program. Persephone takes revenge on her husband for his sexual dalliances 
by betraying him to the story's protagonists. In the scene of his betrayal, 
The Merovingian confronts Persephone, demanding to know the cause 
of her disloyalty. Persephone suggests her cause was her husband's own 
sexual disloyalty. Unable to refute her claim, the Merovingian points out 
that he has not been with a woman, he has been with a computer program. 
“It’s just a game," he says. The essence of his argument is that morality 
is meant for governing how people interact with people, not how people 
interact with machines. Persephone offers no counterargument, and none is 
required. Regardless of апу philosophical arguments, she feels offended by 
her husband's infidelity. This is one example, albeit a fictional one, which 
dispels the notion that virtual behavior has no real-world consequences. 

Liberty City, the virtual world of Grand Theft Auto IV, is a much 
simpler virtual reality than that of The Matrix, but the essential questions 
of the role of morality within it still apply. The Merovingian's argument for 
sexual infidelity - it’s just a game - is presumably the same argument used 
to justify Grand Theft Autos IV’s virtual lap dances and killings. To be sure, 
the killing of a fictional character in a videogame cannot be judged on the 
same moral grounds as the killing of a person in the real world, but The 
Matrix suggests that morality and consequence cannot simply be ignored in 
virtual worlds. 

The 2002 film Minority Report, based on Phillip K. Dick's short 
fiction, also projects a future in which there is a convergence of sexuality 
and technology. Minority Report imagines brothels of the future where 
people purchase sexual fantasies made possible via technology. The film 
doesn't explore the moral implications of such technological innovation, but 
rather provides a picture of how technology can complicate our ideas about 
sex and what constitutes moral sexual conduct. In the wake of this kind of 
technological innovation, individuals as well as entire religious bodies will 
be forced to clarify exactly what it means to be faithful to one's partner. A 
second, perhaps more difficult question, also quickly follows: 
fantasies should be condoned? 

This question was recently debated in the online community 
of Second Life when it was found that certain members who presented 
themselves to the online world as children were engaging in virtual sexual 
acts with adult characters. This may have been allowed to go on, except 
that some actual child pornographic material was uploaded into the virtual 
world. Something interesting happened when Second Life's creator and 
controlling company, Linden Lab, issued a warning that such activity would 
not be tolerated. Some of the participants became angry, suggesting that 
Linden Lab has no business moderating the kinds of fantasies consenting 
adults participate in. It's a fight between people who see no moral 
boundaries in virtual worlds, and those who maintain that there is a place 
for morality in virtual worlds. 














Soon everybody will be doing it. 


Sitting across the table from one another in 
the home they'd shared for thirty years, she 
was amazed to find herself unable to meet his 
eyes. They'd been here before. In a marriage 
that had lasted as long as theirs, there were 
bound to be indiscretions. The first was his sec- 
retary and shed been offended less by his infi- 
delity than by his lack of originality. The second 
was a wounded divorcee who moved into the 
townhouse across the street. With her misty 
blue eyes and snug fitting twin-sets, their new 
neighbor inspired a brief but torrid affair that 
culminated in a screaming, booze-fueled cat 

fight at the annual block party followed prompt: 

ly by a stern reprimand from the Neighborhood 
Association. The divorcee moved soon after. 
‘And though there were many more, she even 

tually lost the will to care, For years they lived 
together in ambivalent détente. 

Then one day while pulling weeds in the 
garden, she realized she was angry. She imme. 
diately thought of the aging accountant whod 
been giving her meaningful looks at the of. 
fice for years. Shed always dismissed his in 
terest as the kind of benign distraction people 
seek to perforate the monotony of corporate 
existence, But emboldened Бу her newfound 
anger, she decided to test the waters and in. 
vite the accountant out for a drink. After three 
Manhattans and an awkward attempt at sex 


in the back of her car, she went home and lay 
down next to her husband. She wished she 
could feel shame for what shed done. Instead 
she felt nothing. He didn't bother asking where 
she had been. 

They'd both been numb for years by the 
time he sat her down to talk about the robot. 
She listened patiently as her husband laid out 
his proposal. It wouldn't be cheating, he assured 
her, because its not a real person. And it won't 
be a bother, because it doesn't have needs, Not 
real needs, anyway. As he spoke, he pushed the 
brochure gently towards her. 

“By the middle of this century” it read, "love 
with robots will be as normal as love with oth- 
er human beings, while the number of sexu: 
al acts and lovemaking positions commonly 
practiced between humans will be extended, 
as robots teach more than is in all of the world’s 
published sex manuals combined” 

She looked up, silent. "You see?" he said 
with а reassuring smile, "soon everybody will 
be doing it. And its not that expensive - only 
a few thousand dollars" She stared down at 
its picture. Something called cyberskin, pro: 
grammed to respond to the warmth of human 
touch, was pulled таш across its well-propor- 
tioned frame. Beneath its skin lay a heart, albe- 
it an electronic one, that promised to pound 
during intimate contact, mimicking biological 


arousal. Its ips, dewy and slightly parted, would 
speak only those words programmed into its 
concentrated digital vocabulary It would nev- 
er say no, it would never say stop. 

As she raised her head and looked at her 
husband sitting across the table in the house 
they had shared for years, she knew that this 
was the moment. This was the moment that she 
could tell him how decades of neglect and de- 
ceit had worn down her spirit. She could de- 
mand apology for his transgressions and beg 
forgiveness for her own. She could confess that 
she never imagined that marriage would be so 
banal or demand so much effort. She could tell 
him how sorry she was that it hadn't turned out 
as they planned. And then she could ask for a 
fresh start, a new beginning. She could tell him 
she loved him and that she would never share 
him with anyone or anything ever again. 

He reached out from across the table and 
gently took her hand. “Just think," he said, 
“Ill never have to bother you and I'll nev- 
er cheat again. Our lives will be so easy" She 
looked down at his fingers, lying on her hand, 
She couldn't feel warmth, she couldn't feel 
anything, 

Fine,” she said. 
Grace Brennan 








Religion takes ап entirely different approach to morality than 
the model which governs society. Our legal systems attempt to enforce a 
moral standard upon the way people interact with each other. The purpose 
of state-imposed morality is to prevent harm. While secular morality 
condemns actions that harm others (precisely because they harm others), 
religion is more concerned with what offends God. From a religious 
perspective, harming your neighbor is wrong not only because it causes 
your neighbor pain, but also because your action makes God angry. This 
perspective shifts the gaze of morality from other to God. The first five 
commandments of the Decalogue do not address the mistreatment of one's 
neighbor (e.g. lying, stealing, murdering, committing adultery), but rather 
man's approach to God (e.g. creating idols, taking the Lord's name in vain, 
keeping the Sabbath day holy). 

When Jesus began teaching and interpreting the moral code 
of the day, һе radically redefined adultery, translocating the sin from 
the physical realm of actions and words to the virtual world of the mind 
and imagination. In Matthew's gospel, Jesus says, “You have heard the 
commandment that says, “You must not commit adultery. But I say, anyone 
who even looks at a woman with lust has already committed adultery with 
her in his heart.” What Jesus teaches is that God is concerned not only 
with what plays out in the physical world of actions (reality), but also with 
what takes place in the virtual world of our minds. A sociological approach 
to morality judges murder wrong because it harms an innocent person. A 
theological approach to morality finds murder sinful not only because of the 
physical act, but also because God is offended by an angry mind as well as 
violent hands. The humanist or secular view of morality is concerned only 
with what we do. True religious morality is concerned not only with what 
we do, but with who we are, with what we desire to до. 

In virtual spaces, questions of moral behavior seem to have 
been passed over entirely, perhaps because, until recently, few games have 
been specifically designed to allow people to virtually participate in morally 
reprehensible behavior. The record-breaking sales of the Grand Theft Auto 
series guarantee that this will soon change. Such a huge market for the game 
has shown that there 15 a collective desire to immerse oneself in virtual 
misbehavior. The market demand for virtual lawlessness guarantees that 
developers will soon be rushing to the marketplace with games that offer 
increasingly realistic worlds and potential for morally suspect behaviour. 
How we will act in those worlds, and whether we object to their content, 
will stem from our understanding of the source of morality. Either we will 
be forced to concede that as long as no ‘other’ is being harmed, — — — 
free to do absolutely anything (torture, rape, molest, murder, etc.) — 
conclude that morality does indeed have a place in virtual worlds. 





Lynx Shower Gel ad, Australia, 2006 
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In the name of God 
Му dear and respected husband Abu Salah, 


1 send you all respect, devotion and warm kisses... Your ab- 
sence has tired me Abu Salah, but I will endure more and 
more because | love you. I will carry on loving you and being 


devoted and loyal to you as long as live. | give you my word, 


and for as long as | shall live, that | will be faithful to you re- 
gardless of the length of your imprisonment. Before they ar- 
rested you | weighed 7okg but now I weigh sokg, just like a 
little child. I do not eat your favourite meals, for food is taste- 
less without you. 


by Aida, a woman from Ramallah to her husband in J'naid Prison, 2002. 


1 would like to tell you that we are all well, especially the chil- 
dren. They always think about you and they constantly ask 
where is dad, especially Abu El-Soloh, and sometimes he even 
calls Abu Bilal dad. Take care, Abu Salah. 


Lam waiting to be united with you one day, even if there меге 
no days left in my life 


Your wife, Aida 


FROM: SUBJECTIVE ATLAS OF PALESTINE, 010 PUBLISHERS, ROTTERDAM, SUBJECTIVEATLASOFPALESTINE.INFO 
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In a silent moment 
a blackspot sprouted as a scribble on 
the wall - the remainder of a black 
crayon circling, blotting out what lay 
beneath. As pure possibility, the black- 
spot grew through negation, com- 
posting decaying culture to fertilize 
seedlings of renewal. Taking an ad 
bloated with pestilential desires, swirl- 
ing its mark until nothing remains but 
tilled field, the blackspot prepares the 
fecund ground, dark with becoming, 
for our new beginning. 

The blackspot is a challenge to 
which the most powerful tremble in 
response. It signals an ongoing mutiny 
against consumerism. But our rebel- 
lion is of a different kind, where not 
only the captain of the vessel is dis- 
charged but also the course and even 
the maps are destroyed. We are not 
sailing for a distant shore, nor seek- 
ing the middle passage. Instead, our 
destination is here, where we stand. 


The blackspot points us toward an al- 
ternative present, a viable vision for 
transforming our communities into 
lush forests of homegrown culture, 
unhomogenized by corporate toxins. 

It remained a potentiality - waiting 
for necessity to pollinate its delicate 
flowers until, weathering storms of 
cynicism and resignation, the black- 
spot bore fruit: a tenacious people in- 
spired, prepared to remake the world 
emerged. Their initial offering, a sim- 
ple sneaker destined to unswoosh 
souls by kicking corporate ass, was a 
fast success. But the shoe was mere 
beginning, a taste of the envisioned 
world to come: castrated capitalism, 
blackspotted. From a scribble on the 
wall to the incubator of a people, the 
blackspot design unfolds with time 
- remaining the catalysis of cultural 
rebirth 

Micah M. White 
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AND THIS PLACE WAS ALWAYS ON МУ MIND. 


“ТАМ ASHAMED,” SAID MY PRIDE. 

“Tam in love,” said my heart, 

“Tam nervous," said my ego. 

She was younger than me, not by 
much, the most beautiful thing I had 
ever seen. I looked at her, and saw so. 
much beauty that my beautiful feel- 
ings were contagious. My eyes were 
fixed, inspiring. How much I saw in 
her was beyond a doubt noticeable. 
You could look at me looking at her, 
and fall in love without even seeing 
her because of the conviction in my. 
eyes. 

She was my friend's little sister’s 
friend, and the first time she came 
into view, the first time my friend and 
I went upstairs — to what had been 
а previously mundane room — and I 
saw what waited inside, I could feel 
the thoughts of my future and she 
was most definitely in them. Green 
eyes, green eyes! Innocence in every 
sense of the word, but I would lead 
her astray from that. The absence of 
my love in reality compared to the un- 
imaginable, irremovably viscous love 
in my heart would later prove to have 
devastating effects on both of us. But 
that's later on in life, and not in this 
story, just an unavoidable requisite to 
that first time I saw her. 

We would hang out here and there. 
My friend and 1 would make like 


the interaction with his sister and 

her friends was strictly out of Боте- 
dom, but we were all attracted to one 
another. 

Lintroduced them to rock and roll, 
and it must have been the right kind 
of way: they loved it. I was a rock star 
among groupies; they all adored me 
— emotions became intense, but only 
one of them mattered. 1 lifted her up, 
made her feel special, and she loved 
me for this. 

Опе day, like any other, we рго- 
ceeded to go and drink out in the 
woods like we often would. She had a 
look in her eye that day, a frightening 
look, she was coming at me at a whole 
new angle, so bold that the rock 
ргофру had actually become ner- 
vous. Somewhere in my head I knew 
ту rank had slipped a few notches. It 
didn't matter to her, though — she had 
a look of determination. 

We were left alone, her friends and 
their devious ways. She had consult- 
ed with the council and got the o.k. 
They had taken me down, trapped this 
lonely beast, and she was moving in 
for the slaughter! I think about it now 
and I say to myself, “Ronnie you fool! 
‘Trapped! You would die for another 
chance like that," but back then things 
were different, back then I was terri- 
fied on the inside, despite my rock and 
roll demeanor. 

After a good moment of conversa- 
tion, she knew I wasn't going to bite. 
At that moment I felt like a bulldoz- 
er couldn't move me in my petrified 
state, excuses began to pour from my 
skull. She's too young, what would 
others think if we were together, 
what if she doesn't like the “real me?” 
Tasked all these things in an effort to 
justify my decision of not responding, 
but they didn't really matter. 


We began to solemnly make our 
way back down the hill, and regret 
began to sink in. I knew that in the 
morning, this happening was going 
to hurt. But just as we were about to 
reach the house, and the sorrow was 
settling deep into my very bones, she 
turned to me and said so coolly, “Just 
kiss me...” 

“Really?” I replied, trying to mus- 
ter up as much restraint over my heart 
as possible, which wanted to jump 
straight out of my chest so bad I al- 
most vomited it up. Yes, she nodded, 
and I leaned in with every grain of fo- 
cus I could gather within me, and em- 
barked. Every ounce of true love that 
has existed in lust, rock and roll and 
the admiration of a younger girl for a 
young man existed in that kiss. Pure 
bliss was mine for that short moment. 

If I had known how painful bliss 
could be, when forced to live in a 
memory, I surely would have said no, 
for that kiss was a great pain that for- 
ever haunts me. I would have rather 
been tortured in a concentration camp 
than to have accepted that invitation. 
Poison Ivy. 

‘That kiss was bad for us, it ush- 
ered in an era of suspicion and hate. 
She carried on with that same kind of 
love, just not for me. There is noth- 
ing that drives me to become a greater 
person more... than wanting that lit- 
tle girl's love back. 

Ronnie Zamora 
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№ is within the power of 
writers and artists to do much more: 
to defeat the lie! 


Aleksandr Isayevich Solzhenitsyn 
December II, 1918 - August 3, 2008 





IS ISSUE. 


HIPSTER’S REVENGE 
We are the underclass y) mri 
of fashion, as necessary >». 
for a capitalist society 
as guys digging ditches 
and laying bricks. 





| wanted to paint 
nothing. 


Andy Warhol 


| express 
hopelessness. 


Takashi Murakami 


TRICKSTER CAPITALISM 
After triumphing over 
sovietism, capitalism 

doesn't know how to do 

anything but celebrate 
itself. 





